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CURVES AHEAD 


An Alpha Older Man, Younger Curvy Woman MC Lite 
Romance 


Motorcycle club founder and president. 
Older Man. 
| thought I'd seen it all... until she walked in. 


Her curves are more dangerous than redlining the throttle 
on a mountain pass, and there’s no way I’m going to pass up 
this once in a lifetime opportunity to make this younger 
woman mine. 


It’s the first time I’ve ever seen a woman so beautiful, so 
innocent...and the first time I’ve ever allowed anyone on the 
back of my bike. With curves that could put a plus size 
model to shame, it’s a shame that she somehow still doesn’t 
believe my intentions are real. 


But once | reveal the truth about my past, and that you can’t 
always judge a book by its cover, will she understand that | 
won’t stop until we start a new chapter in both our lives, 
together. 


And page one starts with putting a baby in her belly and 
making her mine... always. 


*Curves Ahead is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on Easter morning by 
joining my mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Easter 


CHAPTER 1 


Axel 


| cut the engine of my special edition FXDLS Dyna Low Rider 
S with the Screaming Eagle 110 cubic-inch engine, glad to 
be back at the bar my motorcycle club, Reaper’s Riders, 
owns and operates. 


But while the Screaming Eagle 110 has gone dead silent, 
the night is anything but. 


| hear a woman’s voice cry out from inside my bar. Oh hell, 
fucking no. Not on my watch. Not ever. 


In one move | kick the stand and come flying off my bike like 
a bat outta hell sprinting toward the door which I don’t even 
bother opening. | throw a shoulder into the thick wood and 
it snaps off its hinges as | come plowing through the front 
entrance. 


My eyes scan the room like a hawk, freezing on the table full 
of pricks in the corner, my eyes drilling holes into the head 
of the one who’s got his hand on the woman who apparently 
just screamed. Now she’s slapping at him wildly which he 
seems to find mildly amusing. 


Let’s see how funny you find this, asshole. 


| dart across the bar and grab the scum by the scruff of his 
dirty, dusty neck. Clearly he’s ridden across the Mojave to 
get here, and I’m about to make it clear to him just how easy 
it is for me and my crew to take him right back into the 


desert and drop him off, the coyotes and vultures picking 
him apart before sunrise. 


As | lift his body up, his hand immediately releases the 
waitress, who | don’t recognize as one of ours. It doesn’t 
matter at this point. A woman is a woman, no matter who 
she belongs to. And women deserve to be treated with 
respect, and this lowlife’s about to get a first class quality 
education. 


“Get back,” | snarl at the waitress, and she quickly escapes 
the situation just as the man reaches the apex of his summit 
as his hand reaches back for my hand, which only provides 
me with more leverage as | rotate my shoulder forward and 
use gravity and years of pumping iron and battle tested 
maneuvers to slam his face into the table. 


Bottles fly everywhere and so do the pussies he was sitting 
with, as they scurry out the door. 


“Don’t let them get away,” | growl at a table of prospects, 
who take off out the front door after them. 


Why I have to tell any “man” this in the first place is beyond 
me. Millennials...what’s wrong with kids these days? 


But as | release the main culprit, whose body collapses into a 
pool of his own blood, and a solid wood table which is now 
Snapped, | see a kid who’s clearly not a kid at all. Not. One. 
Bit. 


As a matter of fact she’s abso-fuckin-lutely perfect. 


“Are you Okay?” | need to know now because if she’s shaken 
I’m going to go outside and shake down the rest of those 


losers right now. They’re not gonna like hanging upside 
down from a tree all night either. 


“I'm...okay. I’m not hurt,” she says. “I can handle myself.” 


By the way she was hollering and slamming her fists at the 
jerk who’s currently horizontal, I’m not about to argue with 
her. But my mind and body are telling me she could use an 
entirely different kind of handling...from me. 


My eyes rake over her choice of uniform, if you can call it 
that. It doesn’t look like she’s got much more than a 
handkerchief around her waist, attempting to contain those 
luscious curves with a pair of Daisy Dukes. 


| turn to the rest of the bar and call out, “What are you 
lookin’ at? Mind your own table,” my words bite into the air. 


It’s only then | recognize there are no patches here tonight... 
only prospects and hang arounds. And those prospects and 
hang arounds are gone, immediately, after | finish dealing 
with these out of towners who thought they could come in 
here and cause trouble in my place. 


But right now trouble walks on two legs and has a flannel 
shirt tucked into those too short shorts of hers. Not to 
mention her flannel top is unbuttoned at least one, if not 
two, buttons too many. 


“Put this on,” | say, sliding my jacket off my body and 
holding it out so she can slide her arms through. 


“I’m not cold.” 


“| didn’t ask you if you were cold. You need to cover up 
your... you shouldn’t be showing so much,” | stumble. “Just 


put your arms through the holes before | toss you over my 
shoulder, take you in the back, and put the jacket on you 
myself.” 


My dick jerks at the thought of her struggling under my 
grasp, knowing how feisty she is. But that’s not the kind of 
man l am. | would never force myself on a woman. Hell, | 
don’t even have time for a woman, or even a sweet butts for 
that matter. I’ve been so damn focused on building the 
club, and running our businesses that women are the last 
thing on my mind. 


And that especially includes jailbait like her. 


She moves closer, turning her back to me as she slides into 
my jacket. 


| can’t resist, taking the opportunity to look down her top 
from behind, wanting to bury my face in those double dd’s, 
or more while my hands spread her knees apart and | drive 
my cock deep inside her, claiming her, making her mine. 


“Thanks,” she says begrudgingly, as she turns to face me, 
my jacket now covering what’s mine as | stand bare chested 
in my bar. 


There are some rumblings from the tables and it’s only then 
that it hits me. | gave this girl my patched jacket. 


I’ve never even considered doing that before, and | slid it on 
her so naturally | didn’t even give it a second thought. 


Everyone inside saw it too. | just claimed her right here and 
now. | should be freaking out right now, but instead a smirk 
covers my face, Knowing that she’s mine now. | know it, and 
so does everyone in here. 


But does she? She probably just thinks I’m some other 
customer, maybe trying to be a bit of a Good Samaritan, 
despite my appearance. At most she probably thinks these 
jackets are the equivalent of the high school jocks giving 
them to their girlfriends where she goes to school. 


| feel my stomach tighten into knots realizing | just made a 
huge mistake. No matter how badly | want her, no way dol, 
nor does anyone in my club, pursue minors. It’s not even 
talked about because it’s completely off limits. There’s a 
reason guys like to off guys in the pen who are there for 
pedo related reasons. 


She’s a kid, which is all the more reason she should be 
covered, and whoever hired her is gonna get a stern talking 
to from me...if not a whole lot more. 

“Who let you in here, kid?” 

“I'm not a kid. I’m twenty-two.” 

| laugh. “Yeah, and I’m the pope.” 

“lam,” she says, stomping her foot. 

“| bet you’re gonna try and show me some fake ID you 
crossed into Arizona and had made by some kid at ASU who 
makes a killing making these things.” 

“It’s not from Arizona. It’s from here.” She jams her hand 
into her pocket and wiggles those curvy hips so she can 


maneuver her hand back out, which sure enough is holding 
a local driver's license. 


| roll my eyes and take it from her outstretched hand, 
holding it up to the light. | know what to look for and to my 
complete surprise it passes the test. 


| cock an eyebrow at her and look at the picture and then at 
her. Damn, these fakes are getting better and better by the 
year. 


“What do the second and third numbers of your license 
number add up to.” 


“Six,” she says without missing a beat. Her answer is too 
practiced. 


“Born?” 

“It says right there. Twenty-two years ago last week.” 

Sure enough. 

“Name?” 

“Ariana. Ariana Carr.” And just like that I lose complete 
control. Something about the sound of her name has me 
completely gone, again, for this girl. But this time it’s real. 
She may look young, but she’s feisty as hell and she’s 
wearing my jacket... still. 


“What’s my name?” 


“Based on the picture Iggy showed me, I think you’re the 
owner.” 


“And what is the owner’s name?” | ask, already jealous as 
hell of my brother Iggy. And mad he didn’t tell me he hired 
someone when | was away. 


But what if he’s already tried and claimed her? This is 
gonna be a serious, serious, problem... because no way am | 
giving her up. 


“Axel,” she says, the sweet sound of the way she says my 
name hitting me straight in the groin. Fuck, do I want to 
hear her saying that again later tonight. Scratch that... not 
saying it. Screaming it out at the top of her lungs. 


“Again,” | command. 

“Axel?” 

“Yeah, that’s right, beautiful. You know who I am, now it’s 
time to get to know more about... you,” | say, taking a step 
toward her and leading her back to my office as a few 
prospects come running to grab the knocked out guy half on 
the floor and half on the busted up table. 


But the table’s not the only thing that’s broken. She’s 
walked into my world and shattered my whole paradigm. 


| was absolutely sure my family consisted of my brothers and 
only my brothers. Marriage and family was never for me. 


Until now. Until her. 


l'm aman who knows what he wants and when | see it, | go 
and take it. 


I’ve never wanted anything so bad in my entire life, and it’s 
time to find out more about this beautiful woman. 


My woman from this point onward. 


CHAPTER 2 


Ariana 


The oversized leather chair lets out a loud squeak as Axel 
lowers his massive frame into it. How it doesn’t snap from 
what must be closing in on two hundred and fifty pounds of 
solid muscle, and a six and a half foot frame, is beyond me. 


“Please sit,” he says, pointing to the couch next to his desk. 


| lower myself into the couch, my skin burning and my first 
reaction is to slide out of his jacket, but I’m not sure if that’s 
going to come across as offensive or something. | don’t 
know much about motorcycle guys, but | do know a lot 
about being poor...and I’m trying to forget all about it. 


The last thing | want to do is lose this job, and my ability to 
pay the rent. 


| let the jacket hang off my back to my waist, but keep my 
arms through the sleeves. 


“If you’re too hot back here | can crank up the a.c.” 
“Do you mind if I—” 


“My jacket stays on your back,” he snaps. It’s aggressive, 
but more on the possessive side, especially considering the 
way his body lurched forward in the chair and his gaze 
narrowed as he didn’t even allow me to complete my 
question. 


The bigger question is, what am I doing back here with him? 
And why am I so turned on when I should be repulsed by 
everything these guys represent? 


I’m a simple person who prefers books to bikes, and the only 
bad boys | like are the ones | can get rid of by flipping the 
case on my Kindle shut. This is real life, and this bad boy 
doesn’t seem to be going anywhere. Or more importantly he 
doesn’t seem to be ready to allow me to go anywhere. 


A bead of sweat runs down my spine, as my eyes take in the 
sight of the big cross on his sculpted chest. 


“Just because we’ve got mercs who can easily help those 
guys meet Mister Mayhem, doesn’t mean | don’t believe in a 
higher power,” he says, catching me damn near drooling. 


If he’s trying to be a dichotomy it’s working, because not 
only is he a bad boy who’s trying to tell me he’s not that... 
exactly, but he speaks so well yet he uses terms that sound 
something like street lingo, like something you’d read on 
Urban Dictionary’s website, yet they have a kind of... violent, 
biker club kinda twist to them. 


And l'm not about to get twisted up in something nasty. 
“Maybe this isn’t a good fit,” | announce, standing to go. 
“It’s a perfect fit, now sit,” he commands. 


I’ve got two evils to choose from. See how this works out or 
get kicked out on the street with no roof over my head and 
nothing to eat. The lesser of two evils wins out and I sink my 
butt back into the surprisingly comfortable leather couch. | 
can only imagine what’s gone on on this couch and what 
these walls would reveal if they could talk. 


| try and will myself to stay calm and level headed, but I’m 
barely hanging on by a thread. 


He’s brash, arrogant, practically a dictator...and the epitome 
of what a man should be... all wrapped up in one. 


He talks out of turn while I’m the type of social wallflower 
who barely opens her mouth when not spoken to. And yet | 
applied for a waitressing position. What was | thinking? 


My eyes track back to that tattoo, but get lost somewhere in 
the journey as they skate across his washboard abs...and 
conveniently get stuck counting all the different, defined 
muscles of his stomach. How can a guy so big still be so 
defined? He looks more like a former NFL linebacker who 
got kicked out of the league for knocking opponents 
unconscious than he does the leader of a multimillion dollar 
organization. 


Suddenly there’s a knock on the door, just as it comes flying 
open. 


“Hey, baby. | saw your bike out front and wanted to be the 
first to welcome you...” She pauses, shooting me the stink 
eye as she eyes me up from head to toe. She’s got that 
nineties heroin chic look going. If only Calvin Klein hadn’t 
changed his selection process for underwear models this girl 
would have been walking the catwalks of Milan and Paris, 
and not walking in on Axel and l. 


“Bambi,” he says sternly. “What did | tell you that | said | 
wasn’t going to tell you again?” 


“| know, Axel, but it’s just that.” 


“| got her, Ax,” Iggy says coming through the door and 
throwing her over his shoulder like she’s nothing more than 
a nearly empty sack of potatoes. 


“Get her some help,” Axel says to Iggy, the guy who gave 
me the position just a few hours ago, carries her out. 


The sound of the door shutting behind them changes Axel’s 
expression from one of sorrow back to his alpha hole self. 
I’m almost shocked to see a Sparkle of sympathy in his eye. 


“One of your sweet butts?” | accuse, excited to throw out a 
term | just learned tonight. 


“I'm not a sweet butts kinda guy, and that woman...she... 
she needs some help and we're going to get it for her.” He 
pauses, but only briefly. “Now, where were we?” 


| know where | am, that’s for sure... completely out of my 
element. It’s clear this man has women running to see him 
the second he gets back and | haven’t had a guy so much as 
shoot me a glance since...| can’t even remember. It’s like 
Disney recast Beauty and the Beast, making women the new 
men and men the new women. 


He drinks in the sight of me in a way that’s more aggressive 
than anyone ever has. My cheeks heat and | know they’re 
already approaching a shade of Ferrari red. 


If | didn’t know better | would think he’s checking me out, 
not just being possessive about everything because this is 
his club and he’s still angry about what those men did and 
how I was treated. But the sensible, logical side of me that’s 
always waiting right there ready to correct my imagination 
when it runs wild, and does it ever run wild in seemingly any 
and all situations, reminds me that curvy introverted girls 


like me aren’t exactly high on the priority list for bad boy 
bikers like Axel. It’s just the way it is. 


“Why are you so nervous?” he ponders. I’m not sure if it’s a 
question or just a thought, but I’m not letting him get away 
with it. 


“I’m not nervous around you,” | answer abruptly, my voice 
sticking on the first word and cracking somewhere in the 
middle. 

“Who said anything about... around me?” 


“That’s what you’re implying.” 


“I’m not implying anything. What I’m saying is you’re not 
waitressing anymore shifts.” 


“| need to make a living, just like you and everyone else.” 


“Here,” he says, jerking open the top drawer of his desk and 
tossing me a bundle of fifties, which | don’t even recognize 
before it lands square in my lap. 


“What is this for?” 
“For your shifts.” 


“| haven’t even completed one yet, and | don’t need a 
handout from you or anyone else. I’m here to work and 
that’s what I’m going to do. I’m not going to accept money 
for not working...not to mention | know that’s a slippery 
slope and I can guess where that leads.” 


He leans forward again, even more this time. “If you’re 
implying that women are forced to do anything against their 


will in my bar or any establishment | own, operate, or even 
frequent... hell, even so much as know of...then you’re sorely 
mistaken.” He pauses, leaning back. “Adults can do 
whatever they want in my bar, but the key words are adults 
and what they want.” He pauses yet again. “And before you 
ask, no, we’re not involved in any kind of prostitution or 
anything like that. All I’m saying is that if two people want 
to get hot and heavy that’s their business. It’s no different 
than the rich yuppies down in Newport Beach screwing 
themselves silly on boats in Lido Harbor while they spend 
the night coked up to the gills. Actually it’s a lot different, 
because we don’t allow drugs in here either. And we're dirt 
and track guys, not boat people.” 


What in the hell was that tirade about the accusations | 
didn’t even make. I’m not gonna lie though, | do appreciate 
him laying that out. The bigger question is why am | 
fantasizing about him laying me out across that desk of his 
and stuffing me so full of his cock he breaks a second table, 
or desk in this case, tonight. 


“If you don’t want me waitressing, then what can | do? 
Bartend?” 


“You can be my personal assistant until | figure it out.” 
“What does that entail?” 

“Whatever | want.” 

“And what do you want?” 

His eye contact is deep and prolonged as his chest expands 


ever so slightly and he spins in the chair, his body squaring 
up toward mine. 


It’s then that | notice just how wide his legs are spread, and 
more importantly why. He’s trying to get some relief from 
the very obvious strain in his jeans. 


His eyes oscillate from my lips back up to my eyes. 


“Serving me whiskey. Taking notes in the chapel when we 
have church, if you’re allowed. Ordering alcohol from 
suppliers. Helping me run the business. Things like that.” 


“You guys have church?” 


“Scheduled club meetings in the chapel, or meeting room. 
Just terms we use. You’re smart, | can see it already, which is 
a good reason to bring you in as my personal assistant. 
You'll pick everything up fast.” 


Too fast is exactly how quickly things seem to be moving 
right about now. I’m a look before you leap, measure twice 
and cut once kinda gal. Axel seemingly has the throttle 
going full tilt all the time, in everything he does. It’s who he 
iS... apparently. 


But what happens when he revs too hard? Does he do an 
endo, flipping over the handlebars, or can he maintain 
control? | don’t want to get caught up in a tornado and wind 
up a casualty. 

There’s another knock on the door. 


“What?” he grumbles. 


The door opens slightly, but this time it’s a younger guy and 
he doesn’t look anywhere in my direction. 


“We've got‘em all outside. They came in a Porsche. On 
their way to Vegas apparently to bet on a fight. Lots of cash 
in the glovebox too. What do you want us to do?” 


His eyes stay locked on me. “They owe you an apology. You 
want it or do you never want to see them again?” 


“I never want to see them again.” 


Axel’s forearm raises up from the table and he snaps his 
fingers. 


“Wait!” | call out. “I don’t mean it like that. | just mean / 
don’t ever want to see them again. | don’t want... something 
more than that to happen.” 


| scratch my forearm and suddenly start blinking quickly, 
feeling a tightness around my eyes. With both my parents 
having passed away and struggling to keep my head above 
water, I’ve never really felt like | had much control in life. 
The idea that I can just say something and Axel snaps his 
fingers and it happens is a reality I’m not really prepared 
for. | need to choose my words carefully, not clumsily. 


My knee starts bouncing as Axel leans in, the pad of his 
finger and forefinger finding his eyebrows, which are beyond 
knitted now. 


“Strip the car and sell it for parts. Give them a burner and 
leave them with one hundred each in cash at the casino at 
the state line. That'll be enough to convince some trucker to 
give them a lift back to wherever they’re from. And take 
whatever shirts they’ve got and give them some of the 
smallest pink things some of the sweet butts might have left 
laying around. | imagine that’ll be enough to persuade 
some of those undersexed truckers to show those boys what 


it’s like to be manhandled against their wishes. Let’s see 
how they like it.” 


The corners of my lips tug at my face and | can’t help but 
smile. 


“Yes, prez,” the boy who can’t be much older or younger 
than me says, before he shuts the door. 


“How does that punishment suit you?” he asks me, a smirk 
taking over his face. 


“It seems a bit severe.” 

“You know what severe is?” 

| shake my head. 

“What you’re doing to my mental state right now.” 
“What do you mean?” 


He rises up out of his chair, keeping his eyes locked on mine, 
and begins closing the distance between us. 


| should lean back in my seat, but my body betrays me, 
leaning forward as if to incite an aggressive response from 
this predator. 


| have no interest in being a victim in life, but it’s clear he 
sees me as his prey. 


And something tells me that even though I’m a foodie who 
loves to eat, | might even enjoy it more if the tables are 
turned. 


Judging by the look on his face, he’s thinking the same 
thing...to devour me whole. 


CHAPTER 3 


Axel 


| should be dead tired after riding all the way up to San 
Quentin to visit one of our patched members who’s serving a 
dime for a crime he didn’t commit. 


The only crime | see right now is in front of me, the crime 
being it’s a travesty that this woman isn’t officially mine... 
yet. 


Oh she’s mine all right, and in more ways than she knows. 
But | need to make her mine in all ways. 


| stand, my elevated vantage position giving me a perfect 
view down Ariana’s top, even from a few feet away. | try and 
keep my eyes focused on her baby blues, but dammit if I’m 
losing the battle. | swear her magnificent chest is calling 
out to me like the Sirens on those Greek islands. But unlike 
Odysseus, my journey is going to take me crashing right into 
the rocks. 


| can’t resist her, nor do | want to. 


“Let me show you around a bit more,” | say, motioning for 
her to stand. 


I’m sure Iggy, who got his name because the crazy bastard 
keeps about a dozen iguanas at his place, gave her the tour 
already. But | need to give her my personal guided tour. 
Plus it’s a chance to watch those full hips of her swivel and 


shake. Damn right I’m going to be a gentleman and let her 
walk in front of me. 


| still can’t believe this is happening. I’ve got women trying 
to get my attention left, right and center. Women that both 
frequent the bar and professional women too. I’m not sure if 
they just want a fling with a motorcycle club president, a 
bad boy that they can tell all their corporate friends about, 
but to be honest...! don’t care. 


I’m not interested in any of them, or any of that nonsense. 
I’m all about building things that last... forever. 


And now that the club is running smoothly, and this angel 
has fallen from the sky right into my lap, | know it’s a sign. | 
don’t really believe in all that stuff, and the idea of it sounds 
ludicrous. But when you've survived as long as I have, you 
realize the path you take at the fork in the road determines 
way more than you could ever imagine. 


And l'm at a fork all right. And damn right I’m heading 
straight for the path that leads me straight to this curvy 
creature with a body that would put a plus-sized model to 
shame. | couldn’t be more turned on by her full hips, 
because she’s gonna need them to handle all the babies | 
plan on putting inside her...and the poundings I’m going to 
give her in order to paint her womb with my seed... over and 
over and over again. 


My blood is throttling through my veins as she goes to 

stand. | know my six and a half foot stature is going to dwarf 
her feminine presence. We're the definition of masculine 
and feminine personified. I’m big and hard, she’s short and 
soft. Just how nature intended. 


As she goes to stand her heel catches on the rug that hides 
the main safe. 


Shit! Whoever dropped in this morning’s deposits didn’t 
properly secure the hatch, which is why her foot caught on it 
and she’s about to faceplant into the floor. 


Not on my watch. 


| shoot my arms out and catch her just as she’s on her way 
to kissing the floor. No way in hell those lips are touching 
anything else on this planet, before | touch them first. 


| grab a hold of her tight, pulling her voluptuous body into 
mine, spinning her into position so she’s facing me. 


A moment passes where we just stare at each other, her 
breathing fast and hard, and dammit if mine isn’t too. 


I’ve taken on entire biker gangs with just me and a couple of 
my boys, and my heart rate never got over fifty the entire 
time. Yet here | am, in my own office, on my own turf, and | 
damn near can’t even catch my breath to save my life. 


Those piercing blue orbs of hers pull me right in, and | feel 
my hands pulling her body even closer into mine... my need 
for her and only her obvious, my rock hard cock grinding 
into her body. 


“You were gonna show me...something?” she asks in a way 
that’s damn near a whimper. 


| can’t take it anymore. “I’m not gonna show you 
something,” | respond as my nostrils flare and my eyes 
narrow. “I’m gonna show you that to me, you’re everything.” 


| lean down and pull her body the rest of the way to me, 

closing the gap between us as my hand knifes into her hair 
as | bring her face to meet mine... my lips claiming into hers 
for the first time in a possessive manner that shows her just 
what it means to be everything, when it comes to my world. 


CHAPTER 4 


Ariana 


Axel is pointing out things around the bar and also 
explaining how everything ties together, which is kinda 
pointless right now because | couldn’t even tie my shoe if 
someone offered me a hundred bucks. 


My mind is in the clouds after tasting his lips on mine. And 
not only that, the way he grabbed me before | almost 
tripped and fell flat on my face was like something out of a 
meet cute in a romantic comedy... but this was real, just like 
this man’s strength. 


| know those big motorcycles they ride aren’t light, and it 
probably takes a lot of arm strength to maneuver them, but 
still... l’m shocked at how easily he caught me. His arms 
didn’t shake one bit. He didn’t struggle to hold me, pull me 
into him, and certainly not to make a decision to claim my 
mouth. 


He made me feel like one of those ice skaters that get lifted 
up over some guy’s head and spun around once every four 
years when | happen to catch the Olympics. But no way is 
this man who seems to know one color and one color only, 
black, gonna be caught dead in a white, sparkly leotard and 
Skates. Hell, the bottom of a skate is probably something a 
man like this uses as a weapon against other men without a 
second thought. 


And when | think I’ve had enough for one day and it’s time 
for me to go home and process everything that’s happened | 


let Axel know. 


“What do you mean you're walking? There isn’t a house out 
here for half a mile.” 


“It’s fine.” 
“Fine?” he grumbles. “This is a four lane highway.” 


“It’s only two lanes on both sides and if you stay in the 
median there’s plenty of light coming from both directions.” 


| see his face visibly sour and hear his knuckles crack, 
causing me to look down at his fists which are clenched and 
Shaking. “No woman should ever have to walk home under 
those conditions, or walk home in general. I’m giving you a 
lift and there will be no discussion.” 


“But—” 

Before | can put up a stink, he’s grabbed me by the waist 
and flung me over his shoulder. | pound on his back a 
couple times, but it quickly turns playful. “Put me down you 
big brute?” 

My words don’t faze him in the slightest. 


“You're acting like an alpha-hole.” 


“What the hell is that?” he asks, not slowing his pace one 
bit. 


“Basically a caveman jerk.” 


“You prefer | drag you by your hair?” He pauses. “Damn, 
that does sound kinda hot.” 


“You're not funny!” | say kicking my feet and pounding his 
back playfully again, but he only laughs once and doesn’t 
really acknowledge anything I’m doing. Not that | want to, 
but could | really hurt this man, even if | tried? 


| don’t think so. | think if | had my feet on the ground and 
twisted my hips to build up torque, then really put 
everything | had into a punch... he’d just laugh at me. I'd 
probably hurt my hand more than I’d hurt him. | swear the 
man is made of marble, or the same metal they craft these 
beautiful motorcycles out of. 


As we make our way through the parking lot, or more 
accurately as he carries me over his shoulder towards his 
bike, it’s the first time | see so many patched members. 
Apparently they prefer hanging outside. But outside isn’t 
the only thing that’s hanging. Their jaws are practically 
touching the ground as they take in the sight of Axel 
carrying me. 


It confuses me at first as | figure these guys are pros at this 
kind of brutish behavior, but as | squint under the moonlight 
and single light that’s mounted above the front door, and 
does a decent job of lighting up the parking lot but nothing 
too amazing, it’s only then | notice that they’re not staring 
at me. 


They're staring at the jacket I’ve got on. 


“That your jacket?” one of the rough and rugged men asks, 
almost as if he can read my mind. 


“Damn right it is, Trapper,” he growls. “She’s under the 
protection of the club now... specifically my protection.” 


The men nod, saying nothing, and | realize just how big of a 
deal this is. Maybe | should take it off, then again that might 
cause me even more trouble than having it on... not to 
mention the thick leather against my skin makes me feel a 
certain kind of power and purpose I’m not used to, which is 
kind of ironic considering the way Axel’s carrying me, visibly 
displaying to everyone | don’t exactly have much power at 
all right about now. 


Finally we reach a row of bikes and Axel sits me down on the 
back of one before carefully throwing his leg over without 
kicking me in the face or knocking me off. 


“Put this on,” he says, pulling a helmet off the handlebars 
and handing it to me. “It'll be too big, but just tighten the 
chinstrap and it’ll do until we get to your place.” He 
pauses. “Where is your place?” 


It’s nice to know he hasn’t gone full psycho yet, taking my 
info from my application. Then again | remember my 
application was pretty much non-existent. | showed up, Iggy 
looked me up and down, asked me a few elementary school 
level questions and verified | was twenty-one or over and 
that was that. They don’t exactly pay via direct deposit, nor 
do they check references. 


| give Axel direction, but then | can’t help but ask the 
question that’s suddenly on my mind. 


“This isn’t a Harley,” | say, more of an opening statement 
than a question, but he knows where I’m going with this. 


“This is the desert and we do a lot of desert riding. These 
multisport bikes are actually better for us. Sure, I’ve gota 
Harley and I was on it all day today, but just to zip you home 
and hurry back to the club, this bike will do. Plus it’s more 


fun. It’s not a touring bike. It’ll get your blood pumping. 
You'll see.” 


He looks back at me over his shoulder, checking to make 
sure I’m all tucked in and ready to go. 


“Keep your knees in and wrap your hands around me tight, 
and don’t let go. Got it?” 


| nod. 


“When I lean, you lean. It’s easy. You'll see.” He pauses. 
“Ready?” 


| nod again, and the helmet comes a little too far forward on 
my scalp, but as I jerk my head back it goes back into 
place... kind of. 


Axel twists his big body and grabs me by the chinstrap, 
jerking me toward him, which tightens the strap more. The 
helmet isn’t going anywhere, and apparently neither am I, 
because by jerking the chinstrap he’s pulled my face right 
into his and he kisses me hard... Right. In. Front. Of. 
Everyone. 


Nobody hoots and hollers, but | do hear some rumblings. 


“Just in case | didn’t make myself clear,” Axel calls out, 
keeping his eyes locked on mine. I’m not sure if he’s talking 
to me or the other patched members, but they certainly get 
real quiet, real fast. 


But the silence is broken as he turns back around, gooses 
the throttle a few times, grabs my two hands wrapped 
around him with his and we pull out of the lot. 


What a rush! 


Axel isn’t going fast, which | appreciate, but the wind in my 
hair, the engine shaking my groin, and basically feeling up 
Axel, who still hasn’t put a shirt on, all add to the 
ambiance... although that word doesn’t come close to doing 
justice to what’s going on right about now. 


Not three minutes later we’re pulling up to my house, but he 
doesn’t cut the engine. 


“You live here?” he asks, almost accusatory. 
“What’s wrong with it?” 


“It’s not fit for you. You’re way too good for this place. You 
deserve better.” 


“| don’t have time to think about what I deserve or not. I’ve 
only got time for reality, and the reality of my situation is 
this is home for now,” | say, loosening my chin strap. 


“Not anymore,” he growls. 


| want to ask him if that means he’s about to start paying my 
bills, but | don’t, fearing he might take it literally. Axel is 
beyond possessive and | could see him trying to help, or in 
this case help out too much. Even if | am attracted to him 
I’m not about to put myself under his thumb by being 
indebted to him. 


“What are you doing? You're not staying here?” 


“Yes | am,” | say, handing him his helmet and trying to get 
my leg up and over the bike so I can get off. 


He cuts the engine and helps me dismount, and getting off 
the bike really does feel like Olympic gymnastics at this 
point. These multi-sport bikes sure do sit high. 


As my foot finds the pavement | lurch forward, my legs a bit 
wobbly after the ride. Axel grabs the back of my jacket, | 
mean his jacket, and keeps me from falling... again. 

He steps over the bike and surveys my place. “Don’t tell me 
this isn’t tweaker central. This attracts the wrong kind of 
people who come out to the desert to live.” 

“It’s not like they filmed Breaking Bad here or anything.” 
“Breaking Baar” 


I’m quickly reminded of our age gap and the fact that | 
doubt this man watches TV. 


“It’s not important, and everything is okay here. Trust me.” 
He raises an eyebrow and walks with me toward the door. 


| feel my heart rate starting to pick up again, and | need to 
defuse this bomb before it even gets lit. 


“You're not coming in,” | say with a voice that’s trying it’s 
best to betray me. | clear my throat, pretending that’s the 
reason why | didn’t have any authority behind my words. 


Axel says nothing, preferring to just look at my door jam as 
he shakes his head in disbelief. “What unit does your super 
occupy?” 


“You're not making trouble for me, Axel. | don’t have 
anywhere else to go and can’t afford to get kicked out.” 


“Which unit?” he damn near snarls. 
“No,” I say, my eyes closing as I shake my head. 


He doesn’t push the questioning as | push my key into the 
lock, turn it and wish him a good night, practically shutting 
the door in his face so my body doesn’t betray me. 


Damn, do! want this man. Just being in his presence has got 
everything inside me heightened. Every emotion is more 
intense, smells more noticeable, colors more vivid. It sounds 
cliché, but it’s true. 


| go to the kitchen and grab the bottle of mayonnaise, 
walking to the bathroom in a daze as | squirt it on my 
toothbrush and begin brushing. 


“Gross!” | say, spitting it out, not even realizing what | did. 
“What in the world?” 


| look down at the Hellman’s logo and shake my head. 
“Concentrate, Ariana. Concentrate,” | say under my breath. 
“Oh | need to focus all right...the kind of soft focus you get 
with your eyes closed while you’re on your back with the 
lights out and your hands down your panties. 

| move over to the bed that occupies nearly a quarter of my 
entire living space and remove the jacket from my back. | 


stop, freezing in place. 


He didn’t ask for his jacket back? What the...? 


| don’t know motorcycle club rules but that sounds 
extremely serious. | already knew he wasn’t playing around, 
but this seems like next level stuff. I’m not sure I’m ready 
for this, even though I’m ready to fantasize about him right 
about now. 


| plop down on the bed, close my eyes, and picture Axel... 
only to realize there’s light coming in from the sole window 
in my place. 


| huff, getting out of bed, wanting to get this show on the 
road so | can get off to him and hopefully calm down a bit. 


But when I go to close the window | catch a glimpse of his 
bike still sitting out front...and he’s leaning against it, and 
looking up right at me. 


He makes no gesture at all, just stares at me. 


“What are you doing?” | ask incredulously, trying not to 
wake the neighbors. 


“You insist on staying here tonight, then | insist on making 
sure this place is safe.” 


My head jerks back. “You're crazy.” 


“Maybe, but you’re mine. And that’s how we motorcycle 
men do it.” 


| jerk the curtains shut and lie back down, trying to get in 
the zone. 


Five minutes go by, and then ten. Nothing. 


| feel guilty and | can’t get started, let alone finish. It’s not 
like I’m an expert at this kind of thing anyway. My life has 
been too hectic to have these kinds of ‘problems’ before. 
I’m way too low on Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs. I’m still in 
the basic food, water, and shelter level... nowhere near love 
or anything like that. At least not until... wait, | don’t even 
want to think like that. 


| let out a large exhale and move back to the window, 
peeking out through the side. 


Yep, he’s still there... still looking rugged, and sexy as hell. 


| purse my lips and quickly strip down and jump in the 
shower. 


A few short minutes later I’m stuffing clothes and pajamas in 
a Walmart bag and exiting my apartment. 


“All right. You win,” | say. 


He says nothing, just helps me back on the bike, gets the 
helmet secured to my noggin, and off we go. 


But the real question is what’s going to come off and what’s 
going to stay on when we go to his place? 


| don’t know how much I trust him, but more importantly I’m 
not so sure how much | trust myself...to keep my clothes on, 
and my hands off him. 


CHAPTER 5 


Axel 


The feel of her curves pressed against me from behind feels 
so perfect, so natural, so... right. 


Just like | was right to claim her as mine, not that | ever had 
a single doubt in the world. 


And claiming her in front of my club means there’s no doubt 
in the world who she belongs to and I, and they, will fight to 
the death for her if anyone were to ever so much as look at 
her sideways. 


Speaking of sideways I’m driving as slow as I| can. | want to 
just gun it, but things are different now. I’ve got my woman 
on the back... the one who will be my old lady one day... 
soon. And | need to protect her and keep her safe so she 
can have my babies, so they can continue the tradition of 
Reaper’s Riders. Hell my name is right there in the title. But 
not just my name anymore. Our name. 


This is all happening so fast | haven’t had time to think 
things through. Normally I’m a meticulous planner. It’s 
what makes our club successful, and keeps us alive and 
usually out of jail. 


| still feel bad for our patched member Rattler, who’s serving 
ten years for a crime he didn’t commit. None of us 
committed it as a matter of fact, but Rattler doesn’t talk to 
cops, and he sure as hell doesn’t snitch. 


I’ve gotta do something to get him outta jail, but first I’ve 
gotta find out how in the world I’m gonna get off this bike 
and outta these pants. My throbbing erection has me pretty 
much stuck. No way I’m gonna be able to swing my leg 
over, | think to myself as I pull to a stop in front of my house. 


And that’s all it’s ever been...a house. A damn nice one, but 
it was never a home. | thought it was a home, but now | 
realize how wrong | was. 


It’s gonna be a home the minute she sets foot over the 
threshold, which is mere seconds away. 


She’s changing every part of my life for the better, and I’ve 
only known her for less than a couple hours. 


Unbelievable... literally unbelievable. This is the stuff 
movies are made of and it’s big business because it’s 
fantasy... until it happens to you. 


| shake the thought from my head, starting to feel like a 
pussy. I’m not used to all this romantic stuff. Not. At. All. 


“You hungry?” | ask as | lift her off the bike and then 
dismount on the other side, doing some sort of weird 
pommel horse kind of move to keep from snapping my dick 
in half. 


“I can always eat.” 

“That’s what I like to hear.” 

| stick the landing and am already thinking about sticking 
some steaks in my cast iron grill and showing my woman 


that I’m a mean chef, when it comes to meat and boiling 
water, that is. 


“What are you doing?” she half-ass protests as | scoop her 
up off her feet and prepare to carry her into what is now our 
home. | know her weak attempt at verbal resistance is 
completely fake, and completely futile. And so does she, 
because she doesn’t fuss anymore as | carry her into our 
Spanish villa for the first time. 


I’m glad she’s getting accustomed to being vertical and off 
her feet, because she’s going to be laid out on my bed 
sooner rather than later. 


And those legs are gonna be skyward, her heels resting 
against my shoulders so | can enter her deep... filling her 
with my seed and putting a baby in her belly. 


I’ve got thirty-seven years of catching up to do, and the way 
| see it | can have two kids that bear our name, in my arms, 
before my fortieth birthday. 


The clock’s a tickin’ and I’ve got no time to waste... when it 
comes to starting a family. 


With her. 


CHAPTER 6 


Ariana 


Axel literally carries me into his Spanish villa and carefully 
sits me down at the bar in his kitchen before he throws a 
generous blob of butter into a cast iron pan. 


My eyes scan the stucco walls and immediately | get a New 
Mexico kinda vibe. | absolutely love it. It’s rough, raw, and 
masculine... just like the man who’s pulling two T-bone 
steaks from his refrigerator. 


| watch as his back muscles flex and then his biceps as he 
lifts them out. When I see the size of them | understand. 


“Are those thirty-two ouncers?” My jaw practically hits the 
bar top. 


“Do they make these in any other size?” 


“Do they make shirts in your size, because apparently you 
have something about wearing them.” 


Axel smirks, and it goes right to my panties sending chills up 
my body, but not the kind that I need this jacket of his to 
help out with. 


| shed it, and set it down carefully on the stool next to me, 
just now realizing how heavy it actually is. 


“| never would have guessed you'd live in a place like this,” | 
say, Changing the subject. 


“You were expecting a dog kennel?” 


“You and your club are pretty rough around the edges 
looking.” 


“We ride hard. We play hard. And we live hard.” 


“What about when it comes to women?” | snap my mouth 
shut, not being able to believe that prying question just 
escaped. 


“| wouldn’t know. I’ve never had the time or interest, until 
now,” he says, just as he drops the meat in the pan and the 
sound of the butter sizzling causes my back to shoot up 
ramrod straight. 


“Because you were just interested in one night stands?” 


“Because | was just interested in the club. Building it, 
growing it, and now making sure there’s someone, a son, to 
pass it along to.” 


“So you need a woman so you can have an heir?” 


“| don’t need anything, or anyone. Hell, | could pass it on to 
the Vice President, Sergeant at Arms, Road Captain...even 
my enforcer if | wanted to.” 


“I thought you were the enforcer.” 


“Damn right | am when someone tries to step to what’s 
mine. But on the day to day my brains are more valuable 
than my brawn, not that I’m lacking in that department.” He 
pauses. “But back to the topic at hand. There’s a whole 
laundry list of deserving men who could take over the club if 


something happens to me, but that’s not what | want... not 
anymore.” 


| swallow hard. “What is it that you want then?” 


“I think you know what it is | want,” he says, taking a step 
closer to me, and then two, before the pad of his rough 
thumb grazes over my cheek. 


With him towering over me | swear I’ve never felt so small, 
So petite, in my entire life. 


My palms slide across the top of the thick countertop, my 
sweaty hands looking for something to grab but coming up 
empty. 


“Don’t be nervous,” he says with his eyes locked in on mine. 
“This is your home just as well as mine.” 


“This is just happening so... fast.” 


“Because we both know it’s right. We both know it’s what 
we want so why question it? Why look perfection in the face 
and ask why?” he puts out there for me to contemplate, the 
answer clearly hanging in the air right in front of my face. 
We shouldn't. 


He takes a lock of my hair that’s also hanging in my face and 
brushes it back behind my ear, displaying the kind of tender 
affection | didn’t think possible from a man like Axel. But 
that’s it right there...there aren’t men like Axel. There’s him, 
and then there’s all the rest. 


“I'm okay,” | say, Knowing that’s complete b.s., and 
obviously he does too. The barstool below me surely has a 
wet spot already and | realize that my overnight bag is still 


outside attached to his bike. I’m gonna need to run back to 
my house soon if he’s gonna have me going through panties 
this quickly. 


“Are you sure you’re okay?” he asks, moving in closer. “I’m 
supposed to be keeping you safe, but your body is 
telegraphing all the signs that you feel like you’re in 
danger.” 


Danger of not trusting myself to act like a lady and run off to 
bed...alone, that is. The questions start flying through my 
brain and self-doubt finds a way to creep in. | swear it’s like 
a train that’s never late. 


“But what could you possibly see in me? You have 
everything already.” 


His thumb moves gently to my lips, silencing me as the rest 
of his hand cups my chin. “I see things in you that you don’t 
see in yourself... yet. But you will. You just need a man, an 
older man with some experience, to point out exactly how 
special you are. And not just any man, but me.” 


| swallow hard, but my throat is too dry and | just wind up 
trying to swallow again. 


“And | don’t have everything. Yeah, | have a lot of material 
things and that’s always satisfied me, but | realize now that 
that’s all | was... satisfied, content, okay. Now that I’ve 
experienced different, | see just how far from complete my 
life was...how distant | was to ‘having everything.” Another 
pause. “I was always missing the most important thing...the 
thing | didn’t even know | was missing until | walked into my 
bar and saw you in it, shining like a beacon in the night, 
calling me in more ways that you can ever know.” 


| don’t want blink or else | might wake up from this dream, 
but as his thumb moves from my lips and his own lips come 
crashing down on mine I know this is real... very real. 


His fingertips brush the side of my neck before his hand 
finds the back of my head, pushing my kiss into his... as if | 
needed any help. 


“Ariana,” he groans into my mouth and my breath hitches. 


“You know what’s coming next and we both know we can’t 
stop it.” 


Suddenly | smell smoke. “A house fire?” 


An angry, guttural sound leaves him as his big body pivots 
and his long arm extends backwards, turning off the heat 
just before the heavy pan comes crashing down on another 
boilerplate. 


I’m still hungry, but not for that kind of raw meat anymore. | 
want the same kind of raw meat that he’s treating me like, 
just reversed. Him. 


This time he pulls my body in close as his lips devour mine 
even more. My head spins. These kinds of things just don’t 
happen to girls like me. The thought just keeps pounding 
between my ears, but once and for all, dammit, logic flies 
out the window because | can’t deny the passion in his lips, 
his tongue, and his throbbing erection that’s grinding up 
against me. This is happening, and it’s happening now. He 
wants me for me. This isn’t some bullshit juvenile boy just 
trying to get his rocks off for one night. Thisisaman. A 
man who wants to be my man...forever. Heck, he doesn’t 
want to be my man...he’s demanding it. 


And my body is demanding | let him have my first time, but 
logic does kick in again and | know | have to tell him. 


“Tell me you want this, or tell me you don’t,” he says, his 
voice becoming angry in the second half of his sentence as 
if a negative reply from me will be met with anger from him 
in every way. Not violence, just disappointment and the 
knowledge that he just needs to try harder to win me over... 
which he’s already done. 


“| do want this, want us, but there’s something else | have to 
tell you first.” 


“| don’t care about your past. All | care about is our future... 
together.” 


“But it pertains to my past and our future.” 

“You don’t have to tell me, unless it’s important to you and 
you feel you need to. I’m ready to take you just how you 
are, because to me you are absolute perfection.” 

A wave of love rushes through me and | feel more euphoric 
than | ever have. | feel so damn special, and from a man 
who has more choices than Ben & Jerry’s has flavors...and | 
know, I’ve tried most of them. 

“There’s something else that’s absolute.” 


“Huh?” he says, confused. 


“Absolute as in not qualified or diminished in any way... 
total.” 


“Come again?” 


“You know, viewed or existing independently and not in 
relation to other things...not relative or comparative.” | 
pause. “Nothing to compare an experience to in other 
words.” 


Still a look of confusion. 


“A value or principle which is regarded as universally valid or 
which may be viewed without relation to other things. As in 
there’s something | value and in doing so has led me to 
never have relations with other people.” I give a bit of a 
goofy smile. “Sorry, | love words, reading and that even 
includes the dictionary sometimes.” 


“So Merriam Webster here is telling me that..?” 

| nod. “Yeah, I’m inexperienced... completely.” 

| prepare for a look of disappointment, but instead am 
greeted by flaring nostrils, bared teeth which are grinding 
back and forth before finally, he says one word and one word 


only. 


a Mine.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Axel 


| scoop her up and carry her straight toward the bedroom. | 
know my fingers are digging into her flesh, as my cock digs 
into the underside of her as she wraps her legs around my 
waist. 


Carrying her like this makes me feel like I’m bringing her to 
where she’s always belonged... my bed, so I can fill her with 
my seed, breed her, and get this family thing started right 
fucking now. 


My body craves her like a fish needs water, and my tongue 
wants to swim in her juices into perpetuity. 


| fall forward onto the bed, her back hitting first as she looks 
up at me as we’re immediately in a big tangled mess. | 
clench my mitts around the softness of her ass and a gasp 
escapes her mouth. 


Her hands wrap around my neck as she pulls her body into 
my chest before sliding her fingers through my hair, 
gripping the back of my scalp as she pushes my face into 
her hungry kiss. 


Fuck, my cock jerks at her sugary taste as my palm slides up 
her top, cupping her breast over her thin bra. | don’t know 
the first thing about fabrics or any of that stuff, but | know 
it’s one of those kinds of bras that is transparent, the kind 
that shows everything while keeping it covered at the same 
time. But it’s not nearly strong enough to cover her 


diamond peak nipples, as my fingers take her taut tips and 
squeeze them ever so slightly. 


She arches her back and presses her breasts into my hands, 
and I’m happy to oblige, cupping her tits. She’s more than a 
handful, in more ways than one. 


| knead her flesh, just like I’ve wanted to do since the first 
moment I took in the sight of the woman | knew would one 
day be my old lady. The only woman who'd ever ride on the 
back of my bike as we traveled the world, taking all the most 
dangerous curves in from the safety of my bike. 


But the most dangerous curves of all would always be hers. 
I’m obsessed, and had been since the first moment. I'd kill 
for this woman, do anything she asked, and as ‘dangerous’ 
as that sounded, how she had so much control over me, it 
felt liberating as fuck too. To have someone you'd do 
anything for was something | always needed, but never 
knew... until her. 


“Fuck, your tits feel so good,” | say, my squeezes becoming 
more agressive, needy, and feral. 


She continues mouth fucking me as | feel the tips of her 
fingernails dig into my scalp. This is how | live. Passionately 
and one hundred percent committed to everything | do. 
Knowing she was just the same only reaffirmed what | 
already knew. We are meant for each other. 


My lips leave hers and she hungrily kisses my face as | trail 
my lips down the side of her soft neck, my cock thumping 
inside my pants as | make my way down to her collarbone. 


| should slow down, kiss across it, and take my time. 


But | can’t. 


| release her breasts and slide my hands outside of her shirt, 
grabbing the sides of her top and ripping it open like 
Superman, her breasts in my face. 


| dive in head first, my other hand sliding around her back as 
my first and second fingers scissor her bra clasp open in one 
quick motion. 


| have no time to waste, as | grab the sides of it and slide it 
off her body. 


“Show me what’s mine,” | growl, her hands cupping her 
breasts in some sort of makeshift hand bra. 


“I'm a bit self-conscious. They’re kinda big and a bit floppy.” 


“They're not a bit anything. They're a whole lotta fuckin’ 
perfect and they’re mine,” | say, grabbing her forearms and 
trying my dammest to gently move them away. 


Although | could easily pull her arms back | respect her way 
too much for that. Plus I’d never force myself or be 
aggressive to a woman in any way, even if it was just 
offering my sister a drink at my own bar. But I don’t havea 
sister, and there’s only one woman | need to be talking to in 
this life. Mine. 


Still, she needs to call the shots. It’s her body, no matter 
how damn much I’m filled with the need to make it mine. 


I’m gonna show her how beautiful she is, by losing control, 
which I know I’m gonna do the minute she shows me those 
perfect tits of hers. 


But it has to be on her terms. 


“Show me what’s mine,” | demand. It’s not pleading or 
begging, it’s an order, but the tone of my voice and the 
desire ripping through me like a tornado only increases her 
self-esteem. 


| watch her literally feel more comfortable in real time and 
slowly she pulls her hands to the side. 


| freeze, taking in the sight of the perfect valley that is her 
cleavage and the mountains that allow that valley to exist. 


“Perfect,” | mumble, practically incoherent at this point, as | 
take a breast in each hand, squeeze them toward each other 
and take both of her nipples in my mouth at once. 


She presses up and into me as flick them, swearing they’re 
sharp enough to cut my tongue, or glass, in this moment. 


But what it’s really time for is to cut to the chase, what I’ve 
been after since the moment | first saw her... 


Filling her with my seed and making her pregnant with my 
child. 


“I can’t take this anymore,” | say, yanking my pants down 
but never taking my eyes off of her. 


| grab her pants and panties, jerking them down and off 
taking in the sight of her glistening pussy. 


“You're ready for me. You’ve always been ready.” | pause. 
“Fuck, you're gorgeous.” 


| swear | could blow my top at any second, but | need to 
wait. | need to be buried to the hilt inside her, making this 
the perfect conception. Our first time, and our first child. 


“I want to put my mouth on you, eat you alive...every last 
bit, but no matter how much I know that pussy’s gonna taste 
sweeter than candy, | can’t do it right now.” 


“Why?” 

“Because l'Il spill my seed all over the sheets, a load so big it 
will seep clear through the mattress and we'll hear the 
dripping sound as it finds the floor.” 


She swallows... hard. 


“And that’s not happening. I’m putting every last baby 
maker inside of you.” 


“You don’t have protection?” 


“Protection from what... making my life the absolute best a 
man has ever had in the history of the world by making you 
mine.” 


She says nothing, and for the first time the potential of 
doubt creeps in...and I’m pissed. 


“You don’t want this? You don’t want to be the mother of my 
child.” 


“No, | do, it’s just that... well, | can’t imagine you haven’t had 
other women in here before and if you don’t have any 
protection then | have to consider—“ 


| place my hand over her mouth, not about to hear this 
nonsense. 


“There are no other women and there never were other 
women. I’ve been married all right, but only to the club...to 
my brothers. To creating a bond, an allegiance, with like- 
minded individuals. That was my sole and only focus... until 
now.” 


“You mean?” 

| nod. “Yeah, as crazy as it sounds the big brute on the bike 
is just like you. I’m not into one-night stands or meaningless 
hook-ups or anything like that. I’ve always been into 
building things that can stand the test of time... forever.” 
“And you’re sure you want me to have your baby?” 

“l'm not just sure...l’m demanding it. And I don’t just want 
it...| need it.” | pause. “But you have to need it too, your 
body demanding it just like mine does.” 

“I do. It does.” 

A smirk covers my face. 

“Good, then let’s not waste another fucking second.” 

| fist my cock, putting it right at her entrance, rubbing my 
precome against her glistening hole, fully lubricating me for 
what | know is going to happen fast. 

“| want to take you slow, make this sweet, but | have to be 


honest with you. The minute | feel your warmth, the entirety 
of me is gonna fill you completely,” | say, scissoring my shaft 


through her drenched lips, making sure I’m fully lubricated 
for what’s so damn close to happening any second now. 


“Good, | want that. | want that feral biker inside you. Give 
me the fantasy and the reality all mixed in one. Give me... 
you.” 

“Oh, you've got me all right... Every. Last. Inch,” | say, 
pulling my hips back and thrusting my entire length inside 
her. 


| bury myself so deep her entire body slides up on the bed as 
her hands grip at the sheets, her eyes wide as saucers. 


“You okay?” 


Short nods ferociously leave her in bursts. “I just need you 
to do one thing.” 


“Anything.” 


A long moment passes before she demands with complete 
conviction. “Fuck me like your life depends on it.” 


“Not just my life,” | say, feeling all control leave me. “The 
life we're about to create... together.” 


| slide back out of her channel, leaving just the crown of my 
cock inside her as | thrust into her again... fast. 


And just like that all hell breaks loose and my hips go into 
overdrive. 


Let the throttling begin. 


CHAPTER 8 


Ariana 


For the first time in my life | feel weightless, those extra 
helpings of dessert inconsequential, as Axel throws me 
around like a rag doll... which is no small feat at my size. 


But for him, it appears to be just that. Although my body is 
being jerked in every which way, his grip on me tight as he 
claims me wildly, I’m just as in the moment as | am lost in it. 


The legs of the bed come up off the ground, slamming back 
into the floor as he pounds into me with a rhythm that has 
the headboard ricocheting off the wall and the bed literally 
Sliding in a circle. 


Headboard to the wall. Airborne. Thrust back into me and 
headboard off the wall and the front of the bed airborne all 
over again. 


I’m completely lost, as if I’m falling when suddenly a wave 
washes through me and | realize I’m about to finish just as 
quickly as we started. 


“I’m gonna...” | begin, but I’m drowned out by the sound of 
Balinesian teak on marble flooring. 


“Come on my cock,” he orders, and the tidal wave inside 
comes crashing down like a wave at Waimea Bay in the 
winter, my pussy holding onto his length for dear life. 


Suddenly his thrusting stops, and then his hips cock 
forward, finding one last gear and sending him deeper than | 
thought possible. 


His body stills and suddenly a volcano explodes inside me, 
sending me right into round two as he paints my womb with 
his thick geyser of seed. 


A deep, throaty moan echoes throughout not only the room, 
but the rest of the house as he grunts and groans as he 
continues to fill me... until finally he collapses right onto his 
face, and on top of me. 


| can feel his heart slamming into his ribcage as it rises and 
falls in rhythm with mine. 


“Fuck, that was incredible,” | say, the vulgar language out of 
character a bit for me, but then again all of this is new to 
me. 


“You're amazing,” he says, kissing me softly on the lips, 
before he quickly pulls his dick out of me. 


The void he creates is immediate and I’m both sad and mad 
that he’d do something like that, making me feel a bit 
used...except that’s not what he’s doing at all. 


His head immediately slides between my legs and he begins 
flicking my clit with the tip of his tongue. 


I’m blown away that a man would do that, not that | have 
experience with any other men and that reminds me of the 
most important fact in all of this...and the one that oh so 
briefly slipped my mind. 


He’s not any man, he’s the man... my man. He’s unique, 
different, and beyond compare. 


Completely alpha in all ways, yet somehow a virgin just like 
me. 


Until now that is. 


Before | can process the thought much more, the warmth 
that’s in my heart slides completely into my thighs and | 
lightly climax yet again, not as intense as when he was 
buried to the hilt inside me, but still with enough force that 
the insides of my thighs clamp down on his skull and | writhe 
in bed so fiercely that we roll over abruptly like two weasels 
in a ball. 


When my climax subsides, his face slides up from my 
middle, practically looking like Jack Nicholson in The 
Shining, but strangely in an absolutely amazing way. 


“Fuck that was incredible!” he literally yells before pausing. 
“I trust you feel the same.” 


I’m not sure if it’s a question or a statement, but | nod just so 
there’s no ambiguity. 


“And if you don’t trust me already, trust me now, I’m going 
to prove to you that I’m the man you want...the man you 
need.” 


“| do trust you and I do need you.” 
“Good,” he says, sliding back up and stopping just a 


hairsbreadth short of kissing me. “Because you're all | want, 
and | want all of you... always.” 


His lips meet mine and | see stars, and strangely hear weird 
sounds. 


“What the...?” he inquires, his lips coming off mine way too 
soon, leaving me wanting more. “Oh hell no,” he says, 
running to the window and jerking the curtains shut, but not 
before | notice some strange movement just outside the 
window. 


“What was that?” 


“That was a whole fucking lot of problems for me. No way | 
can let them see you here.” He pauses, shakes his head as if 
he realizes he’s just said the wrong thing. But he also shows 
me that he has no time to think about it more, or to care, as 
he quickly slips into his clothes. 


“What’s wrong? What are you doing? Who’s them? What’s 
wrong with being seen with me? | mean... where are you 
going?” 


“You... we’ve...gotta get outta here,” he says, tossing me my 
clothes. 


“Axel! Chill out. Come lay with me for a bit.” 

“| don’t have time. I’ve gotta go. You too.” 

| look down at my clothes which are lying just next to me on 
the bed, the result of his backhanded throw... and | want to 
throw up. To vomit on this and the entire experience that 


just happened. 


“Listen! | just gave you something very special to me and 
you’re being a complete dick!” 


“We. Don’t. Have. Time.” He’s already dressed and moves 
over to me, grabbing my face and he comes in for a kiss, but 
| pull away. No way is he kissing me now...or most likely 
ever again if | don’t get answers as to why he turned from a 
prince into a pumpkin in one second flat. 


“Talk to me. What the hell’s going on?” 

“Hurry. Just..we...get dressed and that’s all there is to it.” 

| shake my head. “You know what...fuck you,” I say, sliding 
into my clothes, which seems to make him happy, and | bolt 
toward the door. 

“Perfect,” he says, happy that I’m moving so fast as he 
quickly makes his way to his bike... which | walk right past. 
“Where are you going? Get back here.” 


“I’m not going anywhere with you.” 


He doesn’t even argue. | hear his bike roar to life as | begin 
the long walk home. 


Seconds later | hear his bike approaching from behind and | 
prepare to flip him off, without turning around of course. 


But as soon as | raise my hand, it seems all that I’ve done is 
offer him an easier chance to grab a hold of me... which is 
exactly what he does. 


In some kind of incomprehensible maneuver, | feel my body 
spin and I’m facing him...as he’s navigating the bike down 
the highway! 


“Stop and let me off! This is dangerous,” | yell. 


“I’m never letting go of you. You’re mine. | told you that 
and you know it.” 


The wind blows my hair every which way before it kinda 
settle on blowing directly toward him. | have no idea how he 
can see, or what the hell’s gotten into him, but a streak of 
logic shoots through me and | know not to argue. 


I’m on a motorcycle, reverse cowgirl more or less, and I’m 
not about to get emotional with a guy who's clearly lost it. | 
need to be smart, which will keep me safe. 


| grit my teeth and bear all this b.s. Which is happening, and 
which just happened. 


| have no idea where what we had took such a wrong turn, 
but it’s clear there are dangerous curves ahead when it 
comes to us and what we have...or should | say had. 


Because if you ask me we've already laid the metaphorical 
bike down in our relationship, crashing into that curve in the 
road. 


And I don’t see how we're ever going to get back on that 
bike again...and ride together. Metaphorically, literally, or in 
any way shape or form. 


Especially with him acting all embarrassed that he got 
caught with a girl that has a shape like me... when he’s 
surrounded by those Instagram type girls all day long. 


It’s been a long day already, but | know when the sun comes 
up, I'm going to be gone... for good. 


I’m eliminating this mistake, which is him...just as soon as 
he pulls over and | can escape from the hell that this man 


who not ten minutes ago had promised me heaven, and was 
showing it to me too. 


Once a biker always a biker | guess. They’re born to ride... 
into our lives and then out. 


And it’s clear he’s riding out just as fast as he came in. 


In like a lion... out like an...asshole. 


CHAPTER 9 


Ariana 


| pace my apartment, if you can call walking three steps and 
then turning around and heading back in the other direction 
pacing. 


Moving toward the window, | pull open the curtain and see 
Iggy there, staring up at me, watching me. Guarding me. 


| just shake my head and jerk the curtains shut. 


I’m not used to this whole being vulnerable thing, and | most 
certainly laid it all on the line for Axel when | laid down with 
him in his bed. 


Not only did I reveal to him that | was a virgin, but | revealed 
the entirety of my body, and soul to him in the process. And 
where did that get me? 


Dropped off at home with a security guard while Axel had to 
go “handle business.” 


My anxiety riddled mind tells me that that means | wasn’t 
good enough, despite knowing that he got his just as much 
as | got mine. Something inside me wants to think he’s off 
getting ridden by one of those hot-bodied girls at the bar... 
someone who’s experienced and can do things | could only 
dream of at this point. 


But Axel said it was his first time too. Maybe he tells that to 
all the naive girls that they hire just to serve his needs. 


| take a deep breath in and try and calm myself. I’m 
overreacting...by a country mile, and in the desert too. 


| try and retrace our steps, so to speak, and figure out where 
everything went wrong...where the train went off the tracks. 


There was something outside that spooked him, like he was 
embarrassed that someone knew | was in his house with 
him. 


| try and form a picture of that movement | saw outside the 
window and maybe l'm crazy, but it sure seemed like a 
drone. 


Why in the world would a drone be creeping up on Axel’s 
windows at all hours of the night? And why did he have to 
drop everything, literally and figuratively, and hurriedly get 
dressed so he could run off and address it? 


| should just chill out and apologize to him for my juvenile 
behavior. At least that gives him a chance to apologize, 
although he shouldn’t have left me in the dark in the first 
place. Regardless, this is totally embarrassing...and as 
much as | don’t want to admit it to myself, | have to wonder 
if his intentions truly are genuine. 


It’s just that I’ve never been through anything like this 
before and | have no idea what it feels like to be desired by 
someone, especially someone like Axel. 


| feel a tear stream down the side of my face as | throw 
myself onto my bed, the headboard slamming into the wall 
which only reminds me of the intense sex we had not more 
than an hour or two ago. 


But is that the problem right there? It was sex, not love... 
even though | swear it felt like that. 


| get up and look back out the window at Iggy, who’s just 
staring up at me still as if to say, “Don’t even think about 
trying anything.” 


| quickly shut the curtains, angry at Iggy, but I can’t help 
but admire the bond these biker men have with one 
another. | want that. | want to be part of a tight-knit family. 


| don’t have any family... none. But then again I’d rather be 
alone than be with some guy who’s not happy to claim me in 
front of the world, not just his biker buddies. 


And that’s the million dollar question. Am | just a young 
piece of ass to show off to the boys for a time or two, or is 
this real? 


One thing’s for sure. I’m not going to let anyone push me 
around. | grab a vegetable knife from the drawer and open 
my door, ready to head outside. 


No way will I be able to do anything with a stupid little knife 
when it comes to Iggy, but hurting anyone isn’t my goal... 
but showing him I’m an adult and he can’t tell me what to 
do is. 


And as Axel’s biker brother, | know the word will get back to 
him first, since he’s not here for me to tell him directly. 


And by the time he’s back it might just be too late. 
I’m not above hitching a ride to the state line and getting a 


job dealing cards in Vegas, or screw it...hitching a ride to 
California and trying my luck there. 


Because being an unknown, anonymous nobody is a whole 
lot better than being nothing to someone who you’re trying 
to make your everything. 


But at this point “everything” might just be lost... for good. 


CHAPTER 10 


Axel 


I’m beyond pissed off right now. 
| goose the throttle and head due north, to Oakland. 


My head’s been spinning since that fucking drone flew by 
my window. It completely threw me off, and it’s only now | 
realize that Ariana doesn’t understand the significance of it. 
As aman I didn’t want to worry her about it, preferring just 
to address and take care of the situation as a real man 
should, but as I drive the open stretch of interstate | now 
realize she thinks | was trying to avoid being seen with her. 


Nothing could be further from the truth. Well, at least not in 
the long term. Right now though, that’s the worst thing 
possible...even though that wasn’t my intention for acting 
quickly back at my place. 


The point is she can’t be seen with me right now as it could 
put her life in danger. And because that is a fact of reality in 
my world I’m going to put someone else’s life in danger 
instead. 


| Know exactly what happened. 


Someone saw me visiting Rattler in the San Quentin 
yesterday and they think we’re going to snitch. Even 
though this situation is completely fucked up, and Rattler is 
serving time for a crime not only did he not commit, but no 


one in our club did either, we still aren’t snitches. We 
handle things the old school way. 


And the old school way wasn’t resulting in any leads, but 
now that a fucking new school drone flew by my house | 
know exactly who’s worried about getting ratted out. The 
guilty party...the Oakland Outlawz. 


More and more motorcycle cubs are using drones to collect 
info about police activity...law enforcement too, to watch to 
see who comes in and out of buildings. 


But this was definitely the Outlawz. They’ve been on the 
cutting edge of this drone b.s., and now they’re going to be 
on the cutting end of a long, sharp blade. 


My baby needs to not only feel safe at all times, but to be 
safe...and cutting the head of the snake, the leader of the 
Outlawz, will do exactly that. 


It should start an all out war, but those guys are reckless. 
It’s just gonna start an internal power struggle and they'll 
tear themselves apart. 


They should have let the sleeping bear, me, alone, but they 
poked me and now they're going to feel just how sharp my 
teeth are, and how far l'Il go to make sure no one ever lays a 
hand on my woman... because that body that would put a 
plus sized model to shame is meant for my touch and my 
touch alone. 


I’ve barely slept yet I’m full of energy. There’s just 
something about doing something for the woman that you 
know is going to be in your life forever that makes 
everything inside you function on all cylinders, despite an 
extreme lack of food and sleep. 


Once I’m just outside of Oakland, | pull into the driveway of 
an old buddy of mine. He’s neutral, supposedly, but when | 
tell him | need to borrow an anti-aircraft rocket launcher, | 
know he’s gonna take me down to the basement and give 
me free rein. 


If civilians only knew that guys in the military have been 
disassembling parts of weapons and sending them home 
piece-by-piece for years now, they’d be terrified. 


But guys like ‘ol Rex didn’t do something like this years ago 
to harm a civilian. We live in a different kind of world, one 
where you have to protect yourself. Cops? Hell, we’re guilty 
before innocent, which is just another reason to never so 
much as look their way, which suits me just fine. 


| coast to a stop in front of his house and before I’ve even 
got my helmet off, his garage door is sliding open and he’s 
waving me in. 


| fire the bike back up and pull her into his garage, ready to 
move quickly and secure exactly what | need to protect my 
woman. 


Call me crazy, but | know she’s got my child in that beautiful 
belly of hers. 


So I’m not just doing this for her, for us... I’m doing it for our 
future...and our family. Together. 


CHAPTER 11 


Ariana 


| pull the blinds open and see Iggy still leaning up against 
his bike. Don’t these guys sleep? 


Maybe not, when it comes to their women. 


Then again, I’m not his woman at all. I’m Axel’s. He’s 
claimed me in more ways that one and that includes letting 
me ride on the back of his bike. But where his bike is right 
now, | have no clue. 


| take a deep breath and step outside. 
“| need to go to—” 


“Somebody else’s covering your shift tonight,” he says, both 
finishing my sentence and knowing what I was going to say 
before | even opened my mouth. 


“| have bills to pay,” | say, trying to act tough as I take a 
step down the sidewalk. 


Iggy’s quickly all up on me, but he doesn’t touch me. “Now 
listen, little lady,” he begins, already winning me over 
because nobody in their right mind would refer to me as 
little... well, except these massive bikers or some NFL 
lineman, and that’s not even a definite. “Don’t make me 
grab you and take you back inside. l'Il do it, just don’t force 
me.” He pauses. “You don’t want that. | don’t want that. 
And I’m sure Axel doesn’t want that.” 


“Axel’s not here so he doesn’t get to dictate terms,” | fire 
back, taking another step forward, but this time Iggy’s had 
enough, stepping in front of me and stopping my progress 
dead in its tracks. 


“Axel’s taking care of things so the future won’t be dictating 
terms to either of you.” 


“Huh?” 


“So the two of you are in control, and not the other way 
around.” 


“Is anybody gonna tell me what the fuck is going on?” | put 
my hands on my hips, cock my head to the side and stare at 
him with an accusatory look that lets him know I’m not 
moving until | get some answers. 


“Maybe he will,” he calmly replies. 


| have no idea what he’s talking about until a few seconds 
later | hear the loud roar of a motorcycle in the distance. Is 
Iggy so in tune with not just the sounds of motorcycles, but 
specifically one of Axel’s many bikes, that he can pick it up 
from the vibrations in the ground or something? This is 
weird, but I’ve already learned not to really try and question 
the brotherhood these men share. 


Axel’s eyes lock on mine from a distance, and stay locked on 
mine, as he pulls up right next to the two of us, shutting off 
his bike and kicking out the stand with a completely stone 
cold look on his face. 


“Everything’s good now,” is all he says. 


“No it’s not good!” | say, stomping my feet. “I need to know 
what the hell’s going on, if you want anything to be going 
on between us in the future. And by the future | mean right 
now.” 


Iggy just kind of slides out of the picture and Axel stands, 
towering over me... but I’m not going to let him intimidate 
me. | hope. 


“Listen,” he beings, reaching for my face, but I jerk back. It 
doesn’t phase him. 


“| would never abandon you or do anything to turn my back 
on you or not claim you in front of the world.” 


“Yeah, you say that now because you’re in the doghouse.” 


Axel’s body weight shifts to his heels as he wisely prepares 
himself for the verbal onslaught that I’m ready to give him. 
Despite being a big, bad man, apparently he knows that 
sometimes a woman just needs to be heard. Strangely 
enough, just by giving me the space, and the floor, which in 
this case is a slab of sidewalk, to say what | need to Say, | 
don’t actually need to say anything. 


Axel reads me like an open book. “If I did anything to hurt 
you, or make you feel uncomfortable, or like | didn’t want 
the world to know you’re mine... always...| apologize.” He 
pauses. “In that moment when that drone flew by our 
bedroom, it’s true..| didn’t want anyone to know you were 
there. The operator of that drone had beef with me, or at 
least he thought he did. Well,” he says, clearing his throat. 
“| made it so that he can’t ever have beef with us, again.” 


“Us,” Iggy says out of nowhere. 


“Private conversation, Iggy. Get lost for a minute.” 


Iggy goes to add some more space between us, but 
apparently Axel remembers that’s not the way to talk to his 
brother. “But yeah...the only thing the Outlawz are out of 
now...is commission. Entirely, and they’re not coming back. 
Ever. No power struggle or anything like that. They’re 
done.” He pauses. “And we should be able to get Rattler 
back with the evidence | was able to...dig up.” The last 
words have a funny tone to them, and | don’t just say that 
because Iggy gives him some kind of knowing smirk before 
he throws a big leg over his bike and disappears down the 
block. 


“| need you to give it to me... straight,” | demand, although 
my tone is much calmer now. 


“Another club had beef with us. | squashed them, and the 
beef in the process.” 


| look into his eyes, and | should see some sort of scary 
sociopathic killer, but in reality all | see is a man who’s 
willing to do whatever it takes to protect me. | may not 
know a bunch about motorcycle gangs and things like that, 
but you don’t have to have binge watched Sons of Anarchy 
to know that these guys aren’t about to get any help from 
law enforcement, and therefore if they want something done 
they have to do it themselves. 


“How do I know it’s completely squashed.” 
“If you really want to know | can explain it to you in detail.” 


“Do you have pictures?” 


“You don’t exactly willingly create evidence when you do 
something that’s highly illegal.” 


A moment passes and finally | nod. “Yeah, | guess you’re not 
exactly from the Instagram era.” 


“But | am from America’s Dumbest Criminals, and l'm not 
about to become one of them.” 


“Was that a show?” | ask, the mood lightening so much | feel 
like a weight is literally lifting off my shoulders and chest in 
real time. 

“I think so, or maybe a YouTube meh-may.” 


“What’s a meh-may?” 


“One of those things kids spread around on the Internet. 
Those silly pictures with captions that they all laugh at.” 


| burst out laughing myself. “You mean a meme.” 


“Whatever you say. I’ve never said the word in my life, only 
seen it spelled. Thought it was French of something.” 


“It’s not French and neither are you. You're... mine,” | say, 
throwing my arms around him in a big ‘ol hug. 


“So you forgive me?” he asks. 


“For now, but you better be good,” | say, looking up at him 
and tapping him on the nose. 


He snarls at my finger and pretends to try and bite at it. 
“Isn't it more fun when we're bad.” 


“Bad, good... l'Il take you anyway | can.” 


“Good, because you’re going to get all of those ways and a 
whole lot more.” 


“Promise?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“But,” | interject. “You have to promise to keep me in the 
loop, even if you don’t think | want to hear something. | 


don’t like being left out in the cold.” 


“I'll do my best, but I’m not going to worry you with things 
that | can handle myself.” He pauses. “Deal?” 


| seriously stop to consider what he’s saying, and | have to 
admit | appreciate the way he’s thinking about me... how 
he’s a real man that just does what needs to be done, 
without asking for permission or thanks. He’s a man that 
knows what he wants, and he wants me...to be safe. Always. 
“Okay, and thank you,” | say, squeezing him tight again. 
“For what?” 


“Taking care of what you took care of.” 


“The only thing | take care of is my woman and my club, and 
that comes naturally and doesn’t ever need a thank you.” 


“As you wish,” I say, keeping my face buried into his chest. 
“As you wish.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Ariana 


“You're not going anywhere,” he growls as he pulls into his 
property and gets off the bike, while forbidding me the same 
luxury. 


“What do you want me to do... just sit here on the bike?” 


“You're not going to sit on it... you’re going to lie on it... my 
sexy, Curvy goddess.” 


One hand cups my back as the other helps me remove my 
helmet. The second it’s off he’s lying me on my back across 
the seat portion of the motorcycle. 


Staring me right in the eyes, | want to break the silence and 
ask him what in the world he’s got planned. But I know 
when it comes to him, it’s better to just leave him to his own 
devices and let him take care of everything. And right now 
taking care of everything, sure looks like it refers to taking 
care of me. 


“Now, where were we before we were so rudely interrupted?” 
he asks, but before | can answer he’s leaning forward, his 
mouth claiming mine as if we’re right back in bed. It’s 
impossible to notice that we’re about as far from a bed as 
you can get right now, despite the fact that I’m pretty much 
horizontal. 


He pulls back, his eyes scraping up and down my body as if 
he’s examining a feast he’s about to devour. Without 


warning his mouth slams down on mine again, his kiss 
hungry, his flavor rugged. 


“You know you’re the only woman for me. The one and only 
l'Il ever want. The only one who will ever know what it feels 
like to be on this bike, or any of my bikes. The one I know is 
already pregnant with my child, but that doesn’t mean I’m 
not going to keep filling you with my seed until | take my 
last breath on this planet. And every breath | take you’re 
going to be right there by my side. I’m never letting you 
go. You're mine. You're safe. And this time nobody’s going 
to interrupt us.” The last sentence is half snarl at what 
happened before and half Knowing smirk at what’s to come. 


“This is how | should have started with you, but | just 
couldn’t control myself.” 


“On your bike?” 


“Everywhere, but most importantly tasting you... my tongue 
buried deep inside you to the point you think it’s part of 
your own anatomy.” 


“Fuck, Axel.” 


“Oh you're gonna get fucked all right,” he promises through 
gritted teeth. “And this time you’re going to feel something 
even deeper, and not just in the physical. This is real, and 
you're the realest thing in my life.” 


The tip of his calloused digit comes down and drags across 
my cheek. It’s only then | smell what seems to be 
gunpowder, or something similar, on his flesh. And now, 
finally, the pieces of the puzzle regarding what he did are 
becoming more and more clear. 


Many aman ina romance novel has claimed he’d kill for his 
woman. It’s romantic, intense, but he never really gets his 
feet put to the fire. 


Axel did, and he has. And as much as this should be a huge 
red flag, all it’s doing is making me want to yank off my 
panties and wave them in the air as | surrender, entirely, to 
him. 


Hell, | already have. 
“Tell me, remind me, who you belong to.” 
“Did you forget?” | tease. 


“Never, but | want to hear it from your sweet little mouth. 
The one that’s going to wrap around my cock very damn 
soon. The one that’s going to scream out my name even 
sooner. And the one that will calmly and patiently read to 
our children each and every night when we go to their rooms 
to tell them bedtime stories and tuck them in.” 


“That’s a lot of ground you just covered right there,” | say, a 
little taken back by some of the descriptions he decided to 
group together...not that they all aren’t one hundred 
percent true though. 


“We're gonna cover a lot of ground all right. Once our first 
child comes I’m going to get a sidecar and we're going to 
tour this great country, and others. We've got a lot of 
missed time to make up for.” He pauses. “Now let’s not veer 
off course. Tell me what | want to hear. Tell me what | know 
is true.” 


“Yours,” | say, not wanting another second to pass. My heart 
is hammering against my ribcage and | want to see exactly 


what he’s got planned. 
“Your damn right you are.” 


| roll my lower lip underneath my top teeth, the second it 
pops free he’s kissing me hard again. 


His leg swings over the top of the bike and he’s damn near 
ready to mount me, but we’re still fully clothed. 


My primal need howls inside of me, needing to be let out as | 
let himin. And he clearly feels exactly the same, his cock as 
hard as the steel gas tank beneath us, but unlike that 
stationary object his rod was very much alive. Poking me 
and jerking underneath his thick denim. 


My nipples pebble as his cock jerks against me again and 
again and again, as he grinds himself into me. 


“See how hard | am for you?” 
| nod. 
“That’s what you do to me.” 


“And this is what you do to me,” | say, taking his hand and 
putting it on the fabric that covers my breast. 


He twists my nipple gently and | moan out loud, causing him 
to ball up his fist, grabbing the fabric and jerking it up to my 
face. 


“Clothes off,” he orders. 


Despite the awkward position | make quick work of my shirt 
as he does the same. 


And despite the cool evening temperature I’m not cold at 
all. I’m about as far from it as humanly possible. I’m on fire, 
and his touch is just like pouring gasoline on top of the 
smoldering inferno that I’m quickly becoming. 


He grabs the front of my bra and jerks it forward, the clasp 
Snapping as my breasts bounce free. 


The nanosecond they feel a breeze skirt across them they’re 
greeted by the warmth of his mouth as he licks and flips my 
taut peaks. 


“I want to put something in my mouth,” | confess out loud. 


“Later,” he grumbles into my chest as the tip of his tongue 
traces around my areola, casing my back to arch and my 
shoulders to press down into the bike. 


This should be uncomfortable, and it is...but not because of 
the bike. Because he’s not inside me yet. 


My pussy clenches and comes up empty. | need to feel him. 
We've only spent one night together, but that was enough 
for me to become completely addicted, infatuated, and 
needy as hell. 


“I wanna suck your cock,” | say this time, cutting right to the 
chase. 


He moans, but his resistance persists. “I want another load 
inside you as I’m balls deep, filling you, making the one 
child that’s already in there a twin brother or sister.” 


“That’s not how it works,” | say. Something about me does 
feel like I’m pregnant, and as new and as crazy as it sounds, 


and as sure and steady as his voice is, maybe he does know 
something about biology that none of the rest of us are privy 
to. Impossible, but then again when it comes to him I’m not 
about to start throwing shade or casting doubt. 


He slides a finger inside my mouth. “How about that?” 


“That’s a start,” | say, grabbing his wrist but not even able to 
wrap both my hands around its girth. 


| suck on his thick, rough, digit as he kisses his way down 
my midsection. 


“Right here,” he pauses. “Our child is already right here.” 


The thoughts of being pregnant with his child has my head 
spinning and I suck in his digit farther than | have yet, 
holding it there and imagining it’s his cock. But the idea 
that | have his kid? Not a fragment of our imaginations at 
all. It’s real. It has to be. 


My breathing kicks up a notch to the point I’m panting, 
ready for what comes next. 


He grabs my pants and yanks them open, jerking them 
down past my ass just before he licks straight up my folds. 


Pleasure shoots through me when his warm tongue flicks at 
my nub, my channel trying to direct him in as my ass flexes 
and my hips rise up, trying to will his tongue inside me. 


“Fuck, if you only knew how you tasted right now.” 


“Show me.” 


| feel one large finger breech my hole, sliding in deep before 
it makes a come hither motion that almost sends me 
tumbling over the edge. 


Keeping the tip of his index finger curled, he drags it out of 
me, my nerve endings firing as it slides across each and 
every one until there’s a popping sound as it leave me. 


Not a second later | feel him dragging my juices across my 
lower lip. | grab his hand again, like a blood thirsty vampire 
this time, as | suck at my musky sweetness. 


It’s beautifully disgusting. “I want more.” 


“Not tonight, beautiful. You’re mine and | don’t share... with 
anyone.” 


I’m not about to call out the irony or hypocrisy, preferring to 
just let him do what he wants to do to me... because that’s 
exactly what / want. 


“I’m going to bury my face in your amazing cunt and keep it 
buried there until | can’t breathe... until my body fights for 
oxygen like it’s drowning in a hurricane of your juices. I’m 
going to keep drinking from your fountain of youth, my face 
so buried in your pussy that my mug will smell like you for at 
least a week.” 


“Oh fuck,” | whimper. 
“And then when I’m done, I’m going to tongue your tight 
little asshole..and after that I’m going to fill both of them. 


First with my cock, and then with my come.” 


My eyes seal shut and all | can do is nod in approval, 
agreement, in anticipation of what’s to come. 


He begins licking me both uncontrollably and with complete 
precision as | just lie there, letting the alpha take charge 
when it comes to taking me exactly where | want to go right 
now. 


And am | ever close. 


“I’m going to fill you up so full there’s no way you won't be 
dripping out onto my bike for the next three or four days. 
Then I’m going to smell the seat where you sit, your musk 
overpowering the leather, which reminds me...” 


He licks me as dry as possible with one long swipe of his 
tongue just before | hear the sound of his thick belt being 
pulled through the belt loops. 


Grabbing one of my globes, somehow he lifts my entire 
midsection off the bike just before | feel the sting of the 
leather coming up from underneath and cracking across my 
ass. 


My body jolts from the feeling that | want to experience over 
and over and over again, like a little girl who’s afraid to get 
on a roller coaster for two hours only to try it once and spend 
the rest of the day riding it until it damn near breaks. 


That’s what | want, to hit my breaking point as he breaks me 
in... shows me exactly what it means to be his. 


And tells me too. 


“Beg me to make you come, to drink up your juices and not 
share so much as a sip with you.” 


“I'm begging you, Axel. Make me come. Make me come on 
your face. Make me pour everything inside me, everything 
I’ve been holding, into your throat like a rainstorm in the 
desert. 


“Fuck,” he grunts, taking one of my flopping wrists and 
jamming my hand into his underpants, cupping his balls 
with my hand...or should | say non-existant balls. They’re 
already pulled up...tight. 


“That’s what you do to me.” 

“When I say those things? When I beg?” 

“Simply by existing, my perfect woman.” 

My lips part but nothing comes out, even though my other 
orifice is more than ready to let loose everything inside of 


me. 


“I know I’m selfish for wanting to hear this, but tell me. Tell 
me who you belong to.” 


“You. Always and only you.” 


“You're damn right you do,” his deep baritone agrees as he 
takes my hand and slides it up to his shaft. 


| begin stroking it as he does some sort of maneuver and 
suddenly his dick is right in my face and he’s giving my 
pussy a spit shine for the ages. 


| grab his thickness with both hands, my back now 
completely flat on the bike and | use the leverage to lift my 
head up enough to slide his cock into my mouth as his 


tongue flicks at my clit just before diving deep and expertly 
finding my spot. 


“Oh fuck, Axel,” | mumble, my mouth full of his manliness. 


His hips start moving up and down as he pumps his cock 
into my mouth. | try my best to relax my throat as he slides 
in and out of me as | try and breathe. 


The lack of oxygen only heightens what I’m feeling until 
suddenly he finds a spot inside me that’s more sensitive 
than all the others, and | try and cry out, but there’s just too 
much of him inside me. 


My hips buck and | unload in his face, just as a hot spray 
coats the back of my throat, followed by another and 
another as my arm spasms and my body convulses. 


His bike is so big and his legs are on both sides of me so 
somehow | don’t roll off. One thing has rolled, though... 
that’s for sure...my eyes into the back of my head. 


| feel like I’m floating on a cloud before | try and swallow 
down his stickiness. | have to elongate my throat more than 
once and it seem to just kind of get caught on the way 
down, but I’m not about to complain. The taste is beyond 
anything I’ve ever experienced and all I can think about is 
that | want more...a whole lot more. 


My mind finds the gutter, wondering if | can freeze it and 
take it out like a popsicle whenever | want. Axel’s sounk on 
demand. 


“| lost it so fast again,” he says throwing his leg over as he 
lowers himself to the ground, his hand guiding him down 
Safely. 


“You okay?” | ask, easily getting off the bike myself. 


“With you around I’m bound to kill myself...in the best way, 
if you know what | mean.” 


“You are kinda... deadly.” 


He just shakes his head and reaches out to me, grabbing me 
and pulling me to the ground and onto his lap. 


“I might be deadly, but it’s time for me to fulfill that promise 
about life.” 


“Which one?” | half-joke, realizing he’s made so many. 


“To put twins inside you,” he says, standing and picking me 
up all in one movement. 


“You're going to throw your back out.” 
“No, I’m going to throw your back out.” 
Quickly he carries me to the door and across the threshold. 


“Why because you’re going to make me spend so much time 
on it.” 


“That and because you’re going to be carrying extra weight, 
nine months at a time, for the rest of your life.” 


“For the rest of our lives, you mean.” 


“Your life is mine and mine is yours. There is only one life. 
Ours.” 


“Ours,” | parrot. 


And seconds later I’m flying through the air, landing on my 
back on the bed, Axel quickly on top of me... his insatiable 
appetite taking over. 


And the best part is | know that appetite of his, when it 
comes to me, is insatiable. 


And that we're going to spend the rest of our lives trying to 
satiate him...even though we both know we'll fail miserably, 
thankfully. Together. 


CHAP TER 13 


Axel 


The next morning 


“What in the world is that?” she asks, turning to me in utter 
disbelief as we step outside our place mid-afternoon the 
following day. 


“We've all got to start somewhere. | can see you on a 125cc 
until you get your feet wet.” 


“You want me to ride?” 


“I’m not asking you to be part of the club, but you’re always 
the co-captain of my club, so...it’s there if you want to give it 
a shot.” 


She says nothing, but | can tell from her expression that 
she’s blown away...which only makes my chest swell with 
pride. 


“And it’s not like motorcycles have an expiration date, so... 
you know...if you don’t want to give it a shot we can wait 
until our first daughter comes along.” 


“Oh no. This is mine,” she says, moving in closer to her 
mean, pink machine...if pink and mean can possibly co-exist 
in the same thought. 


She throws her leg over the basic cafe racer and playfully 
pretends to rev the engine. There’s no key inserted, of 


course, and no way am | letting her operate a bike until I’ve 

given her plenty of hands on training...and this time I’m not 
just talking about the bedroom. 

My woman always has to be safe, but she’s also a part of my 
tribe now, so to speak. And we ride, and that should include 
her if she’s interested. 

And thankfully she is. 


“Do you have the key?” she asks, turning to me with an ear 
to ear grin covering her face. 


“Oh, I’ve got the key all right. Let me get it for you.” 


| move closer to the bike and slide one hand into my pocket. 
“Put your hands on the handlebars, and l'Il get the key.” 


She’s still so excited she doesn’t pick up on it at all. Then 
again why would she. This is all happening so fast, so let’s 
just keep things moving right along. 

“Got a good grip on the throttle?” 

“Uh huh,” she says energetically. 

“Ready to go full soeed ahead?” 

“Always, with you by my side,” she smiles and it hits me like 
a freight train right in the stomach...in the best way. | swear 
her smile can turn the worst day upside down, not that we’re 
ever going to have any of those. 


“Good, then | don’t need to ask.” 


“Ask what?” 


| pull my hand from my pocket and in one move flip open 
the small velvet box and slide the ring straight onto her 
hand, but she’s so excited it clamps down on the throttle 
and | only get it half way on. 


“| thought you were ready to rev your engine?” 


Her hand comes free of the grip and | slide the ring on the 
rest of the way, feeling her little hand shaking in mine. 


“Axel,” she whispers as she brings both her hands to her 
face. They’re shaking uncontrollably as she brushes away 
tears. 

“Yes, Mrs. Rider.” 

“Ariana Rider,” she says, and every muscle in my body 
flexes...every bone hardens at the sound of her new name... 
with my surname. Oursurname. 

She leans to the side on the bike and the mean machine 
almost tumbles on its side, but | put a knee into it, propping 
it up while | wrap my big arms around her. 

“Oh sorry,” she says, realizing I’m supporting the bike. 

“It’s not heavy.” 

“How in the world can it not be heavy?” 

“It’s just a 125cc. It’s small, just like you.” 

She shakes her head, but I’m not playing. Hell, two guys 


can lift a Harley with a full tank of gas into the bed of a truck 
if they want to. A125? Light as a feather. 


“Everything’s small to you, isn’t it?” 

“Everything except the way that | feel for you.” 

“And your motorcycle club.” 

“Those are my brothers, and they’re your brothers now too.” 
“Family,” she says, wiping away another tear. 

“Our family, in addition to our blood family which we'll have 
really soon. What about eight months, and twenty-eight 
days and counting?” 

“Something like that,” she laughs. 

| pull her in tight before moving my body back just a bit so | 
can carefully take her hand in mine, staring down at her ring 
before | bring it to my lips, kissing it. “There, now it’s sealed 
to your hand forever.” 

“Good. Just how | want it to be.” 

“And that’s how it will be. You know why?” 


“Why?” she asks, coming up on her tiptoes. 


“Because what my woman wants, she gets, and..because | 
love you.” 


| lean down and we kiss, gently. As much as | want to ravish 
her now, as | always do, this moment is just so special that | 
can’t help but get wrapped up in the romance... yeah, even a 
big guy like me has his moments. But that’s only because | 
have her, my woman. 


“And | love you.” 
“Forever.” 

“And always.” 
We kiss again. 


“But what if we hit a...dangerous curve?” she jokes, her little 
pun not lost on me. 


“Oh, | already found my dangerous curves, and they’re mine 
and mine alone,” | say grabbing her hips hard. 


“Hey!” she playfully teases. “Did those curves cause you to 
crash?” She winks. 


“Oh, you know they did, and not just crash...but crash hard.” 
“But you got up,” she continues. 


“Oh | always get up for your curves, and always will. There 
are dangerous curves ahead, and they’re all mine. Always.” 


“All yours,” she says, and our two lips meet again. 


Damn right they are, because she’s my woman, my soon to 
be wife, and my life... forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Ariana 
One year later 


| carefully place Cam in the crib while Axel does the same 
with Camber. 


Taking a step back we watch them both sleep there 
together, out little twins. 


Axel built the crib with his own two hands. It took hima 
solid month, but the love he put into somehow making a 
baby crib out of an actual Harley Davison is beyond me. 


The front has a real Harley wheel and handlebars, then 
there’s the crib and the back wheel. It’s not just pretty cool, 
but functional as well as we can just wheel the kids outside 
so they can take their naps in the shade and get plenty of 
fresh air. 


What wouldn’t have been functional would have been going 
with the original names Axel proposed for our baby boy and 
girl... Shovelhead and Tank. 


| thought he was joking at first, and he admitted it wouldn’t 
work... only when he found out that we weren’t having two 
boys. 


| still shake my head at that sometimes, laughing off his 
obsession with his motorcycles. 


Luckily we found some names that still fit the theme. | 
thought Camber was kind of a cool play on Amber, yet could 
still satisfy Axel. Cam was an easy choice as it wasn’t too 
out there for me. 


In fairness, I’d tried to play along and initially suggested 
Cooper and Bentley, which only drew a scowl from Axel. 


“Those are cager names,” he’d told me at the time. Of 
course | had to ask what that meant, to which he explained 
that a‘cager’ is someone who drives a car, truck or van... 
a.k.a. the sworn enemies of motorcyclists. Apparently 
they’re called cagers because the drivers of these 
automobiles are considered caged up in an enclosed tin can 
with no contact with outside air. Makes sense | guess, 
especially to someone who enjoys their freedom like Axel 
does. 


Luckily the perceived lack of freedom that hits some guys 
like a mule kick to the gut, never once happened with Axel. 
He’s home as much as! am, spending all kinds of time with 
the kids, not to mention a lot of the guys swing by from time 
to time to check in on us and the babies. 


Of all the things | love about the motorcycle gang lifestyle, 
the one that stands out the most is the sense of community, 
and family. 


“Don’t they look so cute,” | say softly, making sure we don’t 
wake them up. 


“They’re just so small and so peaceful,” he adds, his eyes so 
wide as he shakes his head in disbelief at their size. 


“Remember how small they were when we left the hospital?” 


“Remember. We had to get a ride home in a cage. | can’t 
remember the last time | did that.” 


| laugh, wrapping him up in a hug as our two little 
munchkins continue to saw logs. 


“You were so nervous about being a dad.” 

“I wasn’t nervous about being a dad. | was just so focused 
on getting them home safely. Cars are dangerous, and it’s 
my job to protect what’s mine. Always.” 


“Cars are dangerous, huh?” | say looking up at him. 


“When was the last time a motorcycle didn’t see a car and 
ran into it.” 


| pause. He’s actually got a point, but he doesn’t rub it in 
my face. 


“I'm ready to build another crib.” 


My eyes dart around the room, trying to make sure | 
comprehend his somewhat cryptic message. 


“You mean you want more kids?” 
“The two we've got are asleep and based on the time it is,” 
he says looking at the Harley Davidson clock on the wall, 


“they’re gonna be knocked out for awhile.” 


“So that means we can just go make some more, as if they’re 
cookies we just put in the oven and more pop out.” 


“Yeah, that’s pretty much it... right?” 


| playfully punch him in the arm and then grab his big bicep, 
yanking him toward the door. | can’t believe that despite 
putting all my weight into it, and leaning to the side, | don’t 
so much as budge this man from a completely vertical 
position. Is it possible for tree trunks to be human? Well, at 
least | Know what he’s going to be if reincarnation Is real. 


Thankfully he plays along and we slide out of the nursery. 
“Let’s go for a ride,” | say. “On the off-road bikes today.” 


“Oh, I’m ready to go off roading,” he replies right away. “And 
I’m sure ready to explore some new trails,” he adds, kissing 
his way down the side of my neck. 


“New trails? You’ve already got my entire body memorized. 
Heck, your mind is practically a 3D printer when it comes to 
me. You know every single curve on my body.” 


“Not even close. I’m always finding new ones, new ways to 
navigate them in ways that get new and even more exciting 
reactions out of you.” 


“Says who?” 
“Well, there’s only one way to prove it, right?” 


He scoops me up and carries me to the bedroom. It’s not 
like we can go for a ride anyway as we don’t have a sitter for 
the afternoon. And judging by the look in his eye I’m not 
going to be doing any sitting anytime soon. 


Axel has a thing for pushing me up against the wall and 
really laying into me from behind. Then just when he’s 
about to finish he grabs one leg and lifts and spins me at the 


Same time so he’s holding me in the air as he stares into my 
eyes so | can see what I do to him. 


I’m not even going to pretend it’s not hotter than a tailpipe 
after a full day’s ride. And speaking of tailpipes, the man 
has shown me an area of my body | never thought I’d 
receive so much sexual satisfaction from. 


But that’s Axel. My older motorcycle man who’s always 
tinkering with things until they’re just right..and then 
tinkering some more to see if they can get even faster, 
stronger, better... more. 


But one thing’s for sure. There’s no way | could love him, 
the father of my children, more. 


Seconds later my feet are hitting the floor of our bedroom 
and my hands slam into the triple-pane floor to ceiling glass 
as his hips thrust into me from behind, even though his 
pants are still on. 


“Damn, you’re so hot. You know that?” 
“You remind me every day, at least fifty times.” 


“Sorry. | don’t mean to be a slacker. | really need to remind 
you more.” 


| turn around to give him a playful smirk, but when | do | see 
the man’s completely serious...and that’s why he’s my man. 


The sound of his zipper descending in one swift motion fills 
the air, and not a second later he’s fisting his rod, which is 
already as hard as a steel pipe. 


| grab my sweatpants and slide them down just past my ass, 
just before he slides into me. 


“God, you always feel like home every time | enter you.” 
“That’s because we are home.” 

“You're home. It’s where all the best parts of me live, inside 
you,” he says picking up the pace. “Because you have my 
soul, woman. Ever last bit.” 


| bit down on my lower lip as he starts to lose control. 


“I’m getting you pregnant with another set of twins. Just. 
You. Watch.” 


| turn around and do just that, watch his length enter me 
with such force that it puts me right on the brink...just like 
him. 

We're connected in every way. And right on cue | lift up my 
one heel, anticipating what’s coming next and just as 
expected he does his lift and spin thing and my legs wrap 
around his waist just before | watch his expression telegraph 
his complete lack of control as he fills me with his seed. 


After our bodies finish convulsing in unison he wobbles over 
to the bed and we both collapse onto it. 


“We're naming these two Shovelhead and Tank.” 
“Axel!” 


“Don’t worry. It’s only if they’re both boys.” 


| want to slap him on the arm or put up some kind of 
resistance to what I’m hoping is a joke. But I’m still 
breathing too hard and I’m still too much in love. 


Just like I am, always have been, and forever will be... with 
my motorcycle man. 


“As long as they’re healthy l'Il be happy,” | say. 


“Me too, because no matter what they'll come from you, 
from which all good things come.” 


“Awww,” | say, pulling myself in close to him, as he stays 
buried inside me. 


He refuses to let me take the pill, making sure | stay ‘all 
natural’ just how he likes me. Something tells me we just 
might be expecting... again. 

He squeezes me tight with one hand and cups my ass with 
the other, keeping my body tilted at an angle that allows 
him to stay as deep as possible. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Making sure my seed takes root, and grows. I’m getting 
older and | don’t have time to wait for more kids. | want 
them yesterday.” 

“You just had two three months ago.” 


“A solid start, but we’ve got work to do to get to double 
digits.” 


“Double digits!” 


“l'm thirty-eight now, the big four-oh is two years away. We 
need to be a ten before my fiftieth.” 


“Those are the rules, huh?” 


“I'd prefer twenty, but I’m trying to make this manageable 
for you.” 


| can’t help but laugh because the man is completely 
serious. 


“Okay, two more coming right up,” | joke. 
But the expression in his eyes is dead serious. 


“I’m gonna help you make the baby announcements this 
time.” 


“Really?” | question with a raised eyebrow. “I know how 
much you love building and designing things, but | thought 
that was more physical things, like bikes. Not cards.” 


“Well, how else am I going to make sure you don’t try and 
remove ‘We'd like to welcome to our lives, Shovelhead and 
Tank.” 


“Axel,” | say, playfully trying to slide away from him, but he’s 
not allowing it. And in truth, that’s the last thing I’d ever 
want to do. 


A family that laughs together stays together, and we spend 
most of our days in stitches. 


My big man might seem stoic on the outside, but it’s just his 
protective shell... which is there to keep us all safe. 


Inside he’s a big teddy bear, or at least he is now...now that 
he has another title. 


Dad. 
“| love you, beautiful.” 


“I love you.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Axel 


Fifteen more years later 
“| checked the break lines, dad. Mom’s all set.” 


| rub my hand over the mop on top of my boy’s head as he 
passes me to enter the house. 


“Good job, son. Now get washed up for dinner. Your mom 
made your favorite.” 


| hear his pace quicken and | don’t need to turn around to 
know he’s going to be the first one at the dinner table 
tonight. 


| ease into the swing which faces our backyard and reflect on 
this crazy thing called life. 


Tomorrow's Ariana’s birthday and we're all going to go fora 
ride. Usually she’s on the back of my bike, but each year on 
her birthday she likes to get our her bike and actually drive 
it. I’ve made it a club holiday so that means everyone will 
go along with us. l'Il have one of our three daughters 
behind me, and Ariana will have one of our sons. The rest of 
our kids will ride with some of the other patched members. 


| trust them just like they’re truly my brothers, and as far as 
I’m concerned they are. Plus, no one would be crazy enough 
to speed or drive erratically with anyone’s family on the 
back. When the boys are being boys, anything goes out on 


the highway. But when families are involved we get deathly 
serious. Because family is just like our club...it’s forever, 
and we protect and defend it with our lives. 


“You comin’ in to join us?” the sweetest voice calls out just 
before a couple of small hands find my shoulders. 


“When do we start?” It’s a question, but I’ve never missed 
dinner once since we've been together, and she knows I’m 
not about to start anytime soon...or ever for that matter. 


“The meat needs about five more minutes to cook and then 
we should be ready.” 


| bring my hand back and put it on top of hers, leading her 
around the side of the swingset. She goes to sit next to me, 
but I’m not having it, pulling her onto my lap. 


“Axel, I’m too heavy for that.” 
“Quit talkin’ nonsense, woman.” 


She just shakes her head and cuddles her head up 
underneath the stubble of my chin. 


“I've got a baby inside me. There’s no way | don’t feel like a 
bag of concrete sitting on your thighs right now.” 


“I know you've got a baby in there,” | say, rubbing my hand 
over her stomach. “I was the one who put it there, and 
that’s exactly why you need to be sitting on my lap. That 
child needs to know both his parents love him before he 
even steps foot into this world.” 


She pulls her head back, staring at me with a kind of 
reverence that makes my chest swell with pride. “You're 


incredible you know that?” 
“All | Know is I’m nothing without you.” 


“Oh, stop it,” she says, playfully slapping me, but I’m not 
about to drop the subject. 


“It’s true, and this just goes to prove it.” 


| carefully slide a pearl necklace out of my pocket and slide 
it around her neck. | had one of the patched members pick 
it up when he went to Tahiti with his old lady over the 
holidays. It cost a pretty penny, but | would have been 
happy paying ten times what | did. How can you put a price 
on what’s priceless? Spoiler alert. You can’t. 


“What’s this,” she says, running her fingers along the 
necklace and admiring the pearls. 


“This is my way of saying I’d marry you all over again if | had 
the chance.” 


“So sixteen years hasn’t done anything to change your 
mind?” 

“The only thing that’s changed are those six kids in the 
house and the seventh that’s inside your stomach. The way 
| feel about you has been intense since the moment I saw 
you and hasn’t waned for a single second.” 


“Did you know you were saying my name in your sleep the 
other night?” 


“No wonder | slept so good that night.” 


She laughs, but I’m not playing. 


“How do you even know what night | was talking about?” 


“I know because | think of you every night. You star in each 
and every one of my dreams. And just knowing you’re the 
last thing | see before | fall asleep and the first thing | see 
when I wake up...damn, woman. | can’t even put that into 
words.” 


“Being a father, and a family man, hasn’t clipped your 
wings? Hasn't made you feel like you’re less free than when 
you were just a single man with a motorcycle and all the 
open highway in the world in front of you?” 


“Are you kidding me? | didn’t even know how not free | was 
back then. Now, thanks to my family, I’m completely at 
peace. I’ve got all the toys and stuff that | could ever want, 
but that’s just icing on the cake. Sure, for a lot of years | 
thought the toys were the cake, but what good are the toys 
if you don’t have anybody to be there to share them with.” 


“And that’s why you’ve always got Cam in the garage 
tinkering?” 


“I've got Cam in the garage making sure the family is always 
Safe. He’s the first born male. It’s part of his responsibility.” 


“You're old school, you know that?” 

“More like I’m just old.” | laugh, but she doesn’t even blink. 
“No... you’re perfect. That’s what you are.” 

“And you know what you are?” 


“Yours.” 


“You're damn right you are. Always.” 

“Mom. Dad. The meat’s done.” 

| turn back over my shoulder and see Cam standing there a 
good five yards away. “You’re the man of the house for a 
minute now, son... plus it’s your favorite meal. You're in 
charge.” 

“Really?” he says incredulously. 

“Yes, but remember this isn’t a chance to flex your muscles 
over people... this is a chance to flex your muscles around 
people, to protect them and keep them safe.” 


“Of course, dad. Just like you taught me.” 


“We'll be in in a minute. Go ahead and have everyone 
start. Don’t wait up on us.” 


“Yes, sir,” he says and disappears into the house. 

“We're gonna be late huh?” Ariana jokes. 

“Let’s just say dad’s gonna have his dessert first tonight.” 
“Oh is he?” 

| scoop up my woman and carry her out back behind some 
palm trees that we planted on the day each of our children 


were born. 


“He sure is, and don’t be surprised if you get pregnant 
again.” 


“| already am pregnant, silly.” 
“Twins. I’m going to add another one.” 
“Axel, it doesn't work like that. Come on.” 


“That’s fine too. That just means that we get to keep on 
doing what we do until we get to twenty.” 


“Twenty!” 


“Maybe you could convince me that fifteen could work... but 
it’s gonna be a tough sell.” 


“Well, I’m already sold.” 

“On what?” 

“On loving you.” 

“You may be sold, but I’m the master negotiator.” 
“How so?” 


“Because | didn’t need to be sold, yet what you gave me, 
give me every day...is priceless, just like your love.” 


She clutches her pearls and kisses me hard as | duck behind 
some trees. 


“Happy early birthday, beautiful.” 
“Thank you for making every day feel like my birthday.” 


“Birth day,” | say, cutting the word in half as | put my hand 
on her stomach. “I can’t wait until we have another 


birth...day.” 
“You really love this whole dad business, don’t you?” 


“| do because | love this whole husband business first and 
foremost... because | love you.” 


And just like that we’re out of our clothes, ravishing each 

other sixteen years after the day we met, just like it’s still 

the first day. 

And as far as I’m concerned the day | laid eyes on her was 
the day my life first started, because when it comes to my 
happiness everything begins, and ends, with her. 

My woman. My wife. My life. 


The mother of my children. 


My everything. 
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